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PPP 


“Dance schools were all the craze at the end of the nineteenth and 
beginning of the twentieth century. The schools were meant to help 
finish girls into young women.’ In actual fact they were warrens for 


lesbians love. 


A warren is a city of rabbits, or a place that you can easily be lost in. 

Imagine dozens of vestal girls, at the verge of their first romantic trysts, 

all coming together to enjoy the freedoms that their bodies allow them. 

Imagine your dance school head is Isadora Duncan or someone else of 
this gist. 


3 


Then imagine the silliness that bubbles to the surface ... ' 


Oral History of Betty, a dancer from the 


Isadora Duncan NY Dance School 


Le Minotaur 


Le Minotaur Press of Vancouver is delighted to publish the fifteenth edition 


of Le Minotaur Magazine which serves to explore the beast in all of us. 

In this edition there are several short stories that also explore the beastliness 
of artistry and artists. There are stories about sitting for photographers David 
Hamilton and Arnold Genthe, two artists who immortalized the feminine. 
Please feel free to submit your short stories, prose, poetry and artwork to 


penny_plenty321 @ yahoo.com 


There is no fee to submit. There is no writer’s fee provided by the journal for 


those who submit. The publishing rights remain with the author. 


Le Minotaur welcomes submissions on a quarterly basis. 


Artwork 


Red Velvet by Zak Ato 


Zak Ato is a Californian digital art photographer who focuses on 


the feminine bodyscapes. 


! 


Iyn Monroe dressed as Theda Bara 


Mari, 


Pictorial 


Figurative Photography by Arnold Genthe 
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Audrey Munson 1915 


Making a Mistake by Patrick B 


{Three submissions, based on real life to a recent art call ...} 


Pictorial: The Parrot Lady ... 


` 


Call for Minotaur Art 


Le Minotaur Magazine invites our readers to send in their original Minotaur 


Art, to be featured on the cover or within our Magazine. 


The Minotaur and his mate ... 


“One evening I had a visitor. She enjoyed the art on my Atelier wall and 
wanted me to sketch her something. I invited her to sit for me but she was too 
modest. So I shocked her by sketching The Minotaur and his mate. The next 
time she visited she did sit. Why? She is exactly as rendered in my sketch. I 


have the eye of an artist ... and the courage to be true to that gift!” 


Send your submissions as either jpeg or as pdf and include an artist’s 


statement of perhaps 200 words. 


Prose 


I Sat for David Hamilton by Victoria 


[London] Only a handful of us have stepped forward to tell our stories of how 
we sat for David Hamilton in the 1970’s and 1980”s. At the time, most of us 
didn’t mind the attention. We were young, beautiful and impressionable. And 
he was a famous photographer. If you were blond and had blue eyes he was 


interested in you. 


I am a strawberry blond and have emerald green eyes. One afternoon in 1981 
he nonetheless did take a figurative photograph of me. He asked politely. I let 


him ... 


Many years later one of his models claimed improprieties but this was never 
proven in court. In 2016 David took his own life soon after a book came out 
from one of his ‘girls’ claiming he had done her wrong. A French actress 
wrote a book and also stated a whisper campaign seeking to destroy David’s 
reputation. The book was published by a French publisher and French actress 
racked in notoriety and money ... She did not name names, but the book 
appeared in the wake of the 2013 Graham Ovenden indecency case which 


played its way through the courts in London. 


Under France’s statute of limitations, charges must be brought within 20 years 
for rape and 10 years for sexual abuse. The suggested improprieties were said 
to have occurred nearly thirty years before, when she was thirteen, well 


outside the statute of limitations and therefore not subject to prosecution. 


She knew that when she published her book. What made matters even worst 
is the French actress had posed nude for the French Magazine Gala and 
received money for doing this. She has also flaunted herself topless to the 
press at many venues in the Mediterranean. To David’s other ‘girls’ this all 


seemed suspect. 


Making such claims, and then playing a coquette to make money off her 
notoriety, you must wonder if the French actress has a conscience. Her book 
and her insinuations resulted in David taking his own life. There are rumors 
that the French actress even tried to pat David down ... hoping to get hush 


money out of him, but we will never know for sure. 


After David’s suicide, Anja Schüte, gave her impressions of him in public 
statements. Anja had appeared in three of his films, unaccredited as a ballerina 
in Laura, then as a credited actress in both Tender Cousins and Premiers 
Desires. She remembered David as a gentle sensitive person who always 


treated her appropriately. She is quoted as saying, 


"I knew him as a person who abhorred violence and was very refined 


... He showed me the world, but never treated me inappropriately." 


David Hamilton and Anja Schüte, circa 1980 


Schüte confirmed that her parents were always there when she traveled with 
or worked with David. Anja never "heard of him molesting a girl". She 
launched her professional acting career in Hamilton's 1980 film Tender 


Cousins. 


"He discovered me. I made three films with him. More than any other 


girl." 


I happened to know a few of his ‘girls’ well enough to ask around in 2016 
about their time with David and they all said the same thing ... he was an artist 
and was only interested in his art. He was kind to them and a gentleman with 
them. Their parents were always nearby when he photographed them, and 


had consented. 


Like the man, David’s films were also kind and gentle in their nature, as in 


Tender Cousins. Here is a picture of Anja about to take her bath. 


I cannot remember ifthis was this film that was made in David’s 800 year old 
house at Cape D’Agde or whether it was Premier Desires that was. I twice 
visited David in his old house, once unannounced and the second time 


preplanned (I had written him a letter to say I was coming). 


I met David for the first time one summer at Cape D’Agde in the early 1980’s. 
I was a teenager on holidays at Cape D’Agde with my mother and step brother. 
My step father was back in London working that summer. We were staying 
atthe Marseillan plage for a week. After a few days I had seen everything I 
wanted to see at the Marseillan plage. I had heard there was a naturalist beach 
(plage naturalist), just a short walk south. Being curious and adventurous, one 


morning I set out to find it. 


After a half hour walk I found myself at a sparsely habited beach with few 
people about. But they definitely were not wearing any bathing suits. The 
beach was surrounded by a wooden stick fence and you had to walk down a 


wooden walk way to get to the beach front. 


I was just going to stand for a few minutes at the entrance to the beach when 
a girl saw me and rushed up from the water to say hello. She was French, 
about my age. She was completely naked. I could speak a little French. She 
introduced herself as Sophia and I said I was Victoria. She took my hand and 
invited me to come down to join her. I followed her down to the water front. 
She said I should take off my “silly bathing suit,’ which I did. We sat under 
an umbrella for a while and chatted as best as we could because her English 


was about as bad as my French. 


It was awkward not because I was now naked but because I had terrible tan 
lines and was white where ever my bathing suit had hidden me away. Ilooked 
almost comical. She, on the other hand, had no tan lines. Sophia saw I was 


getting self-conscious and so she suddenly took my hand and walked me down 


into the surf. The moment the water touched my sensitive parts I felt different. 
Perhaps it was the sensation that I was naked for everyone to see. It was a 


thrilling sensation. But as I looked around only Sophia was noticing me. 


We played in the surf for perhaps ten minutes when we heard her name being 
called. It was lunch time and so she invited me to join her and her two friends. 


The three of them were off to have lunch with their friend ‘David.’ 


Sophia would not take no as an answer from me. She insisted that I should 
come too. I expected them to put on some clothes or at least a bathing suit. 
But to my surprise they just marched up to his house au natural. 1 put back 


on my bathing suit. 


He was waiting for them with a large table covered with sandwiches and 
pastries. He served lemonade and proper English tea to his guests. There 
were a half dozen women of all ages, perhaps me being the youngest, who just 
lounged around him totally naked as if they did this every day of the week 
(which I think they did) while I sat there quietly self-conscious that I was in 


my bathing suit and was an interloper. 


I was introduced to him by Sophia and we struck up a conversation. To begin 
with he said I could come and visit him any time I wanted to. While he spoke, 
David was quiet and calm and everyone listened. It was a very pleasant lunch 
were it not for the fact only David and I wore clothing. The rest of the women 


were unabashed. 


He wore a pink silk shirt and well pressed Egyptian white cotton shorts as 
well as white socks and sandals. He also wore a gold chain around his neck 
which was the fashion at the time, and an expensive watch. His hair was 


frisson-curly like in his picture with Anja. 


It was David who explained to me that he was an artist, filmmaker and 
photographer and he had ‘worked with’ each of his ‘girls.’ After Ihad enjoyed 
a sandwich and pastry, David invited me into his study next door to the patio 
where we lunched and showed me some of his photographs as well as several 
of the books he had already published. I recognized some of his lunch time 
friends in the figurative photographs he showed me and in several of his recent 


books. 


It was then and there that I realized they were all blonde and blue eyed. I was 
the odd duckling out, clothed, with tan lines, strawberry blonde with green 


eyes. 


He then politely turned to me and asked if he could take my photograph. I 
said sure. Then there was an awkward silence as I realized he wanted me to 


take off my bathing suit. 


With the other women close by I felt safe and so I did take off my bathing suit 
and let him take only one photograph of me standing, up against the wall. As 
I took my bathing suit off he turned his back to me, which I thought was 
unnecessary but thoughtful nonetheless. Then he turned around and looked up 
at me. His eyes studied me carefully. I could tell my tan lines disappointed 


him. They were seen by him as blemishes on my figure. I looked down and 


suddenly felt embarrassed with myself. Compared to the others I was just a 


small girl starting out in their world. 


As I stood there naked before him the same sensation passed over me that I 
had when jetait nu au plage. I subconsciously stepped back until I was up 
against the wall and could feel the coolness and roughness of the wall against 


my bare backside. 


David took his time setting up his camera on its tripod. He did not seem to be 
in as big of a hurry as I was to take the photograph. He measured the distance 
to me with a measuring tape and then measured the light intensity against the 


wall and then against my skin. 


I could feel his warmth as he held the light meter close to my breasts. I leaned 
forward to touch his hand with my breast. As I did this he looked up at me. 


As I looked into his eyes I could sense he was as nervous as I was. 


Slowly he walked back to his camera, looked through the view finder, said 
‘stand still,’ then took a single picture. He then turned around so I could put 


my bathing suit back on. 


When we returned to join the others Sophia instinctively knew what had 
transpired between David and I. She gave me a hug. There was an 


understanding that I was now one of them. 


From that point on in our luncheon I was happy David all but ignored me. He 
had gotten what he wanted from me, a figurative pictorial. Perhaps Ino longer 


intrigued him as much as did when I had first arrived? 


After that afternoon I did not go back to the plage naturalist for the rest of our 
visit to Cape D'Agde. I guess I had second thoughts about what I had done. I 
did not tell my mother or anyone that I had met David and let him take my 
photograph until I heard that he had committed suicide. But a few summers 
later we were back at Cape D’Agde andl felt an inner urge to visit him a 


second time. 


That summer I visited David a second time writing him I was coming and 
asking him to take another picture of me. That summer I did away with the 


tan lines, but I was not fully prepared to do away with my bathing suit bottom: 


I had darkened my strawberry blonde hair and had filled out a bit. My freckles 


had faded as well. I also felt much more self-confident with myself. 


Honestly, I wanted David to see how much I had changed since we first met 
me. I also wanted to see whether that wonderful sensation would return. It 


did. 
He was kind and gentle with us. I can understand the beauty he saw in us 
“girls.” Today this beauty is both timeless and admired by millions. I, for one, 


have no regrets sitting for him. 


I cried when he died. We had lost our artist friend ... 


Pictorial: A Woman in Water 


Prostitution in the Ancient World by Leo Markun 


Of all the gods of antiquity, very few were ascetic. Many religious holidays 
were celebrated with sexual orgies. Dionysus and his Roman counterpart, 
Bacchus, may be named as gods especially favorable to libidinous lust. They 
were primarily the gods of wine; but Priapus, whom Dinoysus begot on 
Aphrodite, goddess of love, was the Greek phallic god, the deity of 


fruitfulness and the generative power. 


Because the phenomena of sex appear shameful or even sinful to us, we find 
it hard to appreciate how the ancients felt about these things. Why does not 
sex appear to us as natural and as open a thing as eating and drinking? The 
social psychologists are not unanimous in their answers to this question. 
Probably it is because primitive man, being constantly exposed to attacks from 
wild beasts and from his fellow-men, found it best to withdraw during the act 
of coition into a secluded place. Then the very fact that the sexual act was 
performed privately came to identify it with shameful things. The ascetic 
teachings of Christianity, themselves largely arising from the primitive sense 
of modesty and shame, have also contributed to our conception of sex as a 


dirty and sinful thing. 


It is very difficult for us to understand the point of view of the tribes among 
which promiscuity is prescribed as a religious duty. We have our own peculiar 
superstitions, but we do not agree with the inhabitants of Java and New Guinea 
who hold that performing the sexual act in a field is absolutely necessary if 


the soil is to be fertile during the following year. We do not assign the first 


night of a woman's married life to a priest or a king, or yet to a stone or metal 


phallus, but we do make her defloration by her husband almost a religious rite. 


The non-Hebraic races of Palestine were addicted to sexual orgies in the name 
of religion, as many passages in the Bible make clear. At times numbers of 
Jewish maidens went over to the worship of the nature divinities. Many of the 
outbursts of Jeremiah and the other prophets were directed against this 


practice. 


Although Herodotus felt that sexual relations were unclean, yet in many parts 
of Greece there were organizations of holy prostitutes. Flora, the Roman 
goddess of flowers and spring, was according to legend originally a prostitute. 
Her annual festival, the Floralia, which was celebrated for a week at the end 
of April and the beginning of May, a time of great merriment and 
voluptuousness. We are told that during this holiday the Roman prostitutes 
used to publicly remove their clothing and to execute lively and lascivious 


dances. 


There have been various theories as to how religious prostitution arose. 
Perhaps it was in some way a substitution for a state of unbridled sexual 
freedom. However, the fact that generation and birth are the great mysteries 


of life is no doubt sufficient explanation. 


Prostitution Among the Greek 


We may date the beginning of organized prostitution in Europe, religious 


prostitution aside, in the time of the great Athenian legislator Solon. He was 


a great reformer, and his object in establishing brothels was to reduce 


promiscuity, not to increase it. 


A bust of Solon 


The laws of Solon permitted a man to kill anybody he found cohabiting with 
his wife. The rape of an unmarried woman, however, was punished by a fine, 
and the seduction of any unmarried woman except a harlot, by a lesser fine. 
The fine for a rape amounted to about the value of a hundred sheep, and for 
that of a seduction, to about the value of twenty sheep. Solon forbade men to 


sell their sisters and daughters except in cases of unchastity. 


His laws regulated many rather intimate matters. One of them provided that 
an heiress whose husband proved impotent might choose one of his relatives 
to provide her with an heir to her estate. The husband of an heiress had to 


cohabit with her at least three times a month. 


Some of Solon's other laws might be more acceptable to husbands of today. 
A woman was not allowed to travel with more than three dresses, for instance. 
She was not to travel at night except in a wagon with a light carried before it. 
When a man put certain provisions into his will because of his wife's 


solicitations, these were held invalid. 


Dr. Iwan Bloch, whose large work on prostitution has for its object the 
demonstration that it is an unnecessary evil, calls Solon the first fallacious 
defender of governmental regulation. His fallacy, according to the views of 
men who favor the abolition of the brothel, consists in his opinion that 
legalized prostitution preserves the sanctity of the home and preserves the 
chastity of citizens' wives and daughters. This is of course the idea which lies 
behind every defense of the "red light district" by respectable and law-abiding 


men and women. 


The paternalism of the state was carried much further by the ancient Greeks 
than it is with us. That is perfectly clear to any careful reader of Plato's 
"Republic" or of Aristotle's ethical and political works. There was nothing 
radically new about Solon's prescriptions of how certain matters within the 


family should be carried out. 


Solon was by no means a feminist. He accepted without question the double 
standard of sexual morality. His whole system bound the wife to her husband, 
but permitted him full freedom of intercourse so long as he interfered with no 


other citizen's wife or daughter. 


The prostitute class under Solon's system was not recruited from volunteers. 
It was made up of slaves, most of whom were foreigners. The prostitutes were 
maintained in brothels by the state. According to Nlkander, Solon gave the 
profits derived from the brothels to the priests of the temple of Aphrodite 
Pandemus. Probably he felt that prostitution was in some way still a religious 


matter. 


However, he did not feel that this religion made the harlots themselves sacred. 
They were miserable prisoners of war who stood naked before the brothels to 
entice the passers- by. They were not permitted to choose, but had to find 


acceptable any male who presented the extremely low fee set by law. 


Probably all women were held in little esteem at this time. Wives had one duty 
to perform, the bearing of legitimate children and heirs. Yet, as we have seen, 
Solon safeguarded the rights of such married women as had property of their 
own. Plutarch, however, when he came to report these provisions of Solon's 
laws, found them very strange. In general, the married woman was expected 
to remain at home and take care of the household and her children. She 
married early and she was seldom educated even in the arts necessary to a 
good housewife. She never dreamed of discussing literature or philosophy or 


politics with her husband. 


The respectable wife of classical Greek times had probably less education than 
that of the average dweller in a Turkish seraglio. She was aloof from the 
world, too. She had not seen much of her husband before marriage. Love was 


not considered necessary between the bride and the groom. 


Women were not admitted to the theatre, to the Olympic Games, or to other 
public and semi-public gatherings. This prohibition was customarily removed 
only in the case of prostitutes. The female sex was considered decidedly 
inferior to the male. In Homeric times women had been comparatively well 
off, although they were subject to violent abduction, marriage or concubinage 
by capture, and to all the vicissitudes which befall the female sex in unsettled 
periods. The beauty of a Helen might launch a thousand ships, and her lesser 
and perhaps luckier sisters were their husbands' advisers and honored 


comforters. 


Neither in pre-classical or heroic Greece nor in classical times was it 
considered a light matter to have sexual intercourse with the wife or the 
unmarried female relative of another. The aggrieved person was usually 
permitted to take any revenge he could, not excluding death. The state, too, 
often set up various penalties designed to check adultery and fornication with 


women of the free class. 


These dishonorable penalties turned men away from the chaste women and 
sent them to the slaves in the public brothels. There was no feeling of shame 
about relations with the public women. They were provided by the civic zeal 
of great statesmen. Furthermore, there was less to fear in visiting a prostitute 
than there is to-day. So long as the harlots were all slaves maintained by the 
state, there was little danger that they might be in league with thieves for the 
despoilment of their patrons. Of especial importance is the fact that there 


existed practically no fear of the venereal diseases. 


Syphilis does not seem to have occurred in Europe until after Columbus 
discovered America. It was pretty surely brought to Spain from Haiti at that 


time. 


Gonorrhea and chancroids appear to have existed in classical Europe, but yet 
the nature of the diseases, and especially the manner of their transmission, 
appear hardly to have been understood. It happens that gonorrhea is in some 
ways a more dangerous disease than even syphilis; but ignorance was bliss, 


and the fear of infection was something that ordinarily did not occur. 


Prostitution was a means by which the despised slave class served to protect 
the chastity of free men's wives. Slavery was a very important factor in the 
social and economic life of antiquity. An Athenian census of the Fourth 
Century before Christ gave the following figures for the population of the city: 
free citizens, 21,000; resident foreigners, 10,000; slaves, 400,000. Under such 
conditions there was naturally a tremendous social gulf between the slaves 
and their masters. Later, in Rome, emancipation became common, but in 


Greece the freeing of slaves was quite rare. 


We can understand, then, that few free women entered the ranks of the 
prostitutes. It was possible, however, for a citizen's daughter to be captured 
by pirates or taken prisoner in a war. She might even be sold into slavery by 


her father. In this way and from the children of slaves the brothels were filled. 


It was considered a sign of weakness among the old Greeks to fall in love with 


any woman. The prostitute existed for man's pleasure, the concubine to take 


care of his needs and his home, the wife to bear him legitimate children. The 


elder Cato called the wife a necessary evil, and this was also the Greek view. 


Love was a disease, a mild form of madness. "Not in Homer nor in Hesiod 
nor in Aeschylus is there a love scene," says Dr. Bloch. Yet, when in the sixth 
book of the "Iliad, " Hector bids farewell to his wife Andromache, surely 
genuine love is shown on both sides. In general, the position of woman in 
Homeric times was higher than it afterwards became. Romantic love had 
existed in early Greece. We have but to name Sappho to make that plain. 
When we name her, though, in this connection, we are immediately reminded 


that this love might be homosexual. Of that anon. 


In the "Antigone" of Sophocles, Creon calls his son Haemon "foul spotted 
heart—a woman's follower" when the young man pleads for the life of his 
beloved. Haemon, however, perhaps having a touch of madness in him, slays 


himself at Antigone's side. 


If we wish to understand why romantic love in general was of little importance 
to the Greeks, we must first of all remember that sex was open, unconcealed, 
unashamed. We are so very far from their point of view that even a novelist 
who talks much about the importance of phallic worship (Mr. D. H. Lawrence) 
becomes indignant about having to remove his clothing for a physician's 
examination. To the Greeks nakedness was no sin. The athletes at the Olympic 
Games did not wear shirts and drawers. Statues and paintings in the nude stood 
everywhere, and no one smirked at the sight. This very openness no doubt 


hindered the spiritualization of love. Love was a religious thing, but so were 


eating and drinking. They still are, in the Holy Communion—and many 


Christians still consider marriage a sacrament. 


To individualize love was against the whole philosophical trend of classical 
Greece. The tendency was to look toward the perfection of the state, without 
regard to the improvement of any unit except as it contributed to the 
development of the whole. Any reader of the "Republic" should immediately 
perceive this fact. Plato's ideal state, in which perfect justice was to prevail, 
was to be ruled by the philosophers without regard to their own happiness. 
They would at once abolish the family and establish the community of wives 


and children. 


"Our object in the construction of our state,” according to Plato's Socrates, "is 
not to make any one class pre-eminently happy, but to make the whole state 
as happy as it can be." All that matters, according to this view, is divine 
symmetry. It is not utilitarianism (which, seeks the greatest good of the 


greatest number) any more than it is individualism. 


According to most Greek thinkers, organized prostitution performed a service 
for the state. It was not an instrument of licentiousness, but a means of 


satisfying the natural wants of men. 


"In the temperate man," says Aristotle, "the concupiscent element ought to 
live in harmony with reason, since nobleness is the object of them both, and 
the temperate man desires what is right, and desires it in the right way and at 


the right time, that is, according to the law of reason." 


The idea that life should be a glorious orgy was accepted neither by the Greek 
philosophers nor the Greek populace. Aristotle's Golden Middle was the 
expression of acommon ideal. Excess (or hybris) was the one great sin in the 
old Hellenic world. It was supposed to tempt the gods to send sorrow to the 


offending individual. 


However, the Greek conception of moderation as applied to sexual matters 
was very far from Christian asceticism. There was no feeling, in antique and 
heathen times, that flesh was inherently sinful. Among some of the barbarian 
neighbors of the Greeks, this idea was evidently coming in. The Lydians, for 
instance, thought it shameful to strip off their clothing in order to participate 


in athletic games. 


As we know, the Greeks erected statues in honor of their beautiful men and 
women. We are rather contemptuous of male beauty today. If we wish to be 
polite, we say "handsome," not "beautiful," of a man. Perhaps this is partly 


due to our different way of looking at homosexuality. 


If we must worship something, it might as well be Beauty as any other idol 
we can set up. Certainly beauty is not an attribute of the female alone. 
Schopenhauer, in a well-known passage, argues that the female form is less 


comely than that of the male. 


We moderns are obsessed, more or less consciously, by the idea that the object 
of the sexual act is the reproduction of the race. This idea, taught by some 


religions, has taken a firm hold on the unconscious mind of almost all of us. 


Even though we generally practice birth control, we have a violent prejudice 


against such forms of sexual intercourse as can not lead to generation. 


Our most enlightened men tend to regard the practice of these as symptoms 
of mental illness or moral decay. The Greeks, however, regarded all forms of 
sexual enjoyment, even those which appear to us corrupt and perverse, as 


perfectly natural. 


Dr. Bloch points out that satyriasis and nymphomania, that is to say, 
supernormal sexual feeling and desire in the male and the female, are 
represented in the Greek medical books as common diseases. This he 
attributes, at least in part, to the warm climate of the Hellenic peninsula. 
However, I think that sexual hyperesthesia was little if at all commoner among 
the Greeks than it is with us. The absence of prudery made people discuss the 
thing more freely, that is all. Our very physicians are ready to join in the work 
of draping statues with skirts and trousers. A woman Doctor of Medicine 
recently wrote to the editor of one of our staidest and most solid old monthlies, 
complaining that the fiction dealt with sexual problems which she found 
sufficiently discussed in her medical journals. What the Greek physicians 
called by their proper names, our own doctors label "hysteria" or 


"neurasthenia." 


In antique times, prostitution was not con fined to the large cities. Brothels 
were to be found in little villages. The inhabitant of a small town did not find 
it necessary to employ the fiction of a business trip in order that he might lose 


his identity among the unknown crowds of Athens or Corinth. If he wished to 


enter the local brothel, he would not lose his reputation as an honorable citizen 


because he fulfilled his natural desires. 


Nevertheless prostitutes were especially active among foreigners and other 
strangers, in the sea-ports, centers of trade, and religious centers. They 
followed the armies on their expeditions. They flocked to the universities. 
They were numerous at religious festivals, at pilgrimages, at fairs, at all places 


where men gathered in great numbers. 


Some of the religious celebrations were especially dedicated to the prostitutes, 
as we have seen in the case of the Floralia at Rome. There were many such 
holidays in Greece as well, among which perhaps the most famous was the 


celebration of the harlots at Corinth in honor of laughter-loving Aphrodite. 


Although most of the Greek courtesans were slaves, yet there were gradations 
among them. From the hetaerse, many of whom were really concubines living 
for a period with one man, and therefore really not prostitutes at all, down to 


the lowest wenches, there were all sorts of subdivisions. 


Many of the slaves had been maidens or young wives of a good family, and 
had suddenly found themselves prostitutes after a pirate's surprise attack or 
the defeat of their city or tribe in war. Perhaps they had already been trained 
in music and the dance. Else, if they were attractive and apparently capable of 


being taught, they might have lessons in the brothel. 


A woman who could dance and sing or play a musical instrument was worth 


much more in the slave market than one who was merely a female animal of 


the human species. Although most of the Greeks didn't want their wives to be 
educated, they attached a special value to courtesans who could talk of learned 


things. 


The prostitutes who stood at the entrance to the brothels were of the lowest 
and least valuable class. In a time when the sense of modesty was quite 
different from ours, it was possible for the prostitutes not only to entice men 
on the streets and in other public places, but also to go through the sexual acts 


in the more secluded streets and corners. 


Among the higher types of the courtesan, we may name those capable of 
playing skilfully upon the various musical instruments then in use. These, 
together with singers, dancers, reciters, and readers, were much in demand at 
banquets. The formal feast among the Greeks was always a "stag party." Such 
women as were there came to entertain and amuse and give pleasure. Wives 


were invariably left at home. 


The dances of the slave-women were chiefly of an openly erotic nature. 
Almost all dancing, ancient or modern, is more or less indicative or symbolical 
of the act of coition. In times when nakedness was no sin, this was plain 
enough. Today the dance hall is still often a brothel, or the recruiting-ground 


for the brothel. 


With the dance was associated then, as now, certain forms of theatrical 
representations. Vestiges still remain of the belief that the theatre is no place 
for an honorable woman. Among the Greeks, a woman who appeared on the 


stage was thereby clearly identified as a harlot. 


In the regular comedy and tragedy of classical times, as in the early English 
theatre, men took all parts, representing alike male and female. There was no 
attempt at realism. The Attic theatre was romantic, idealized. The actors wore 
masks to make themselves appear divine or heroic, and they wore shoes that 


were designed to add to their apparent height. 


The one form of the drama in which women took part was the mime, a sort of 
realistic burlesque or travesty. Imagine the burlesque show of today (or its 
aristocratic sister, the revue) removed from all fear of police interference and 
from all need to cater to the "high class family trade," and you have a fairly 
accurate conception of what the ancient Greek mimes were like. Openly 
lascivious dances were the rule. Of course the women who, naked or dressed 
in the half-concealment that is still more provocative, went through these 


symbolical gyrations, were ready to cap the climax after the performance. 


The mime and the ancient equivalent of our cabaret merged into each other. 
The music and the dances of the mime tended to be more important than the 
words. This although some talented poets were among the writers of the 
mimes. In Byzantine days, the theatre which presented mimes came to be 


identified even in name with the brothel. 


Perhaps this identification of the ancient burlesque theatre with sexual things 
is part of the reason why Puritans tend to frown altogether upon the theatre. 
The tradition lingers, and even now the Methodist Church is gradually being 


won over to the view that the theatre is not necessarily and inherently vicious. 


All forms of pleasure tend to be thought of and engaged in together. Although 
an excess of alcohol makes impotent, a moderate quantity, especially when 
taken with a generous meal, stimulates sexual desire. With the subtler sides of 
sex, flowers and delicate shades of perfume are associated. The serving- 
women and the young women who sold fruits and flowers in the market-places 


of old Greece were mostly courtesans. 


Our word bagnio, which etymologically signifies a bath, means nothing more 
to us now than a brothel. The connection between public bathing and 
prostitution thus indicated has especially been developed in the Orient. 
However, we find traces of it in European antiquity, although it became much 
more significant in Europe in the later Middle Ages and in the Renaissance. 
The massagist or other bath attendant was often expected to perform sexual 


acts. The public baths were especially important for homosexual prostitution. 


The brothels of Athens and other Greek cities tended to be grouped around 
the baths. They were also located in the neighborhood of the other places of 
amusement and recreation. "Other places," I say, because the bath was 
considered much more than merely a place to remove dirt from one's body. It 
ranked with the theatres, the circus, and other resorts which supplied 
entertainment. Around these and around the temples were established the 
principal houses of prostitution. The cheaper brothels were often located in 


the outskirts and suburbs of large cities. 


In Shakespeare's day, somewhat similarly, the theatres, the bear-baiting pits, 
and the brothels formed a group on the Bankside, near Southwark, outside the 


limits of London. 


The brothel in Greece was not only open and unashamed. It was in the nature 
of a public building and usually, during the classical period, was owned and 


operated by the state. In any case, it was strictly regulated by public officials. 


Some of the brothels served also as hotels, and in most of them food and drink 
were offered for sale. Outside these brothels, many of the prostitutes of a 


higher type occupied small apartments or furnished rooms of their own. 


The better-class courtesans were called hetaerse. The chief characteristic of 
this class was that the members became remarkably individualized. A 
hetaerae might become famous in the whole antique world, not only for 


beauty, but also for wit and culture. 


Herodotus tells how Rhodopis, a famous courtesan, was redeemed from 
slavery by Charaxus, the brother of the poetess Sappho, but continued to 
pursue her trade in Egypt. It was said that she became immensely wealthy, 


and rumor had it that one of the pyramids was built at her expense. 


Plutarch, in his life of Pericles, relates the common report that he plunged 
Athens into war with the Samians in order to please the heteara Aspasia. "She 
1s said to have reserved her favors for the most powerful personages of Greece, 
in imitation of Thargelia, an Ionian lady of ancient times, of great beauty, 
ability, and attractions, who had many lovers among the Greeks, and brought 
them all over to the Persian interest, by which means the seeds of the Persian 
faction were sown in many cities of Greece, as they were all men of great 


influence and position. 


"Now, some writers say that Pericles valued Aspasia only for her wisdom and 
political ability. Indeed Socrates and his friends used to frequent her society; 
and those who listened to her discourse used to bring their wives with them, 
that they too might profit by it, although her profession was far from being 
honorable or decent, for she kept courtesans in her house. But Pericles seems 
to have been enamored more of Aspasia's person than of her intellect." 
Plutarch goes on to tell how Pericles sent his wife away and lived with 
Aspasia, "of whom he was passionately fond. He is said never to have gone 


in or out of the house during the day without kissing her." 


Plutarch lived five centuries later than Aspasia, and he reports hearsay and 
legend. We can be pretty sure that no wives were brought to Aspasia to learn 


wisdom from her. 


In the first volume of his work on prostitution, Iwan Bloch devotes a number 
of pages to a list of the famous courtesans and concubines of antiquity. There 
is Archippe, to whom the dramatist Sophocles left his fortune. There are the 
two famous courtesans named Lais. There is Leontion, beloved of Epicurus 
and his disciples, herself a writer and philosopher. There is Phryne, well 
known through all Greece for her beauty, whose golden statue stood in Delphi. 
There is Thais of Athens, who became the mistress of Alexander the Great 
and then sat on the throne with Ptolemaeus I of Egypt. The mother of this first 
Ptolemy, incidentally, had been the mistress of Alexander's father, Philip of 


Macedon. 


Apelles, the most celebrated of Greek painters (contemporary with Alexander 
the Great, that is, of the Fourth Century before the Christian era) did not 
disdain to paint courtesans. For his most admired picture, "Venus Rising Out 
of the Sea", Phryne served as model, plunging naked into the sea on the 
occasion of a feast to the sea-god Poseidon. She is also said to have served as 


model to Praxiteles for the famous Cnidian Aphrodite. 


The sense of shame developed rather late in Greece. The Greek vases of the 
Fifth Century before Christ, many of which portray brothel scenes, were 


considered respectable enough to be placed in an honorable citizen's home. 


However, we find Aristotle in his "Politics" seeking the prohibition of the 
display of lascivious pictures. These were to be found not only in brothels but 
also in the private houses of the wealthy. No doubt Aristotle felt that these 
pictures would encourage sexual excess, drawing men away from the Golden 


Middle. 


The opinion was advanced, even among the Greeks, that to refrain from sexual 
intercourse was pleasing to the gods and philosophically desirable. The 
physicians argued about the value of coition to the men and women who 
participated in it. There were some who felt that it was more healthful for the 
individual to refrain from it. Thus, although the ancient world generally left 
the sexual life free and untrammeled, there were all sorts of tendencies in the 


opposite direction. 


The Greeks were a temperate people. They mixed their wine with water and 


ate sparingly of simple foods. There were, however, gluttonous individuals 


and topers; and there were times and places where rich voluptuousness 


prevailed. 


Were the prostitutes of ancient Hellas like their modern successors, so far as 
personal characteristics are concerned? Dr. Bloch believes that the old Greek 
and Roman courtesans were like the typical modern prostitute, as Lombroso 
has described her. Among the attribute of the courtesans of all times and 
places are said to be piety, superstition, deceitfulness, jealousy, and 
shamelessness. Except perhaps for the last, a cynical philosopher might 


suggest that these traits apply to all women. 


What Bloch has forgotten, I think, in applying these universal attributes of the 
prostitute to the harlots of antiquity, is the fact that most of the women went 
into the brothels absolutely against their own will. Once in the brothel, they 
learned the tricks of the profession and conformed somewhat to the prostitute 
type. However, under other circumstances they might have lived happily in 


monogamous marriage. 


Lombroso's theory, which Bloch, to be sure, does not fully accept, is that the 
modern prostitute is such because of her inborn nature rather than because of 


the circumstances to which she is exposed. 


Many of the minor details descriptive of the Greek courtesan apply also to the 
harlot of present-day Europe and America. The prostitutes of Greece and 
Rome put rouge upon their faces, and occasionally the respectable women 


followed them in this practice. Courtesans walked then as they walk now, with 


a lascivious twisting of the hips. Clothing was simpler among the Greeks than 


it is with us. Yet the hetaera found occasion to introduce new fashions. 


The cosmetic art was evidently developed to quite as great a degree as it is 
with us. The art of making old or ugly prostitutes look like their more fortunate 
sisters was very closely studied. Our surgeons, to be sure, in taking up 
methods of beautification, are likely to leave methods far behind. The old 
Hellenes could build up a nose or a chin out of clay, but not out of flesh and 


blood. 


False teeth were known to the courtesans of ancient times, although they were 
of a primitive sort. Very likely these were constructed of wax or some similar 
substance, and were intended for ornament, not for use. Various sorts of 
dentifrices were known to antiquity, chiefly being used to beautify the teeth 


of prostitutes. 


Dyeing the hair, supplying false hair, removing hair from the body, all these 
were practiced by the old Greek courtesans. The cosmetics of the ancient 
world, so far as we can now tell, were in no way inferior to those of today. 


Then, as now, red and white were to be had for the purchasing. 


The prostitutes and those who profited by their earnings learned early in 
antiquity what every modern woman knows, the seductive power of the 
decollete and of half-concealment in general. The human imagination is 
powerful; that is why the nude is infinitely less "dangerous" than the partly 
draped. That is also the reason, by the way, why professional searchers for 


vice become angriest about works of art which they do not understand. 


In general, then, the prostitute of ancient Greece was a great deal like her 
successors in Europe and America. Whatever differences are to be found are 
to be explained in terms of economic and possibly of philosophical changes. 
There is no need to enter here into the question of just how far philosophy 
depends on economic life. In any case, modern men do not look at the universe 


in exactly the same way as the ancients did. 


We have no reason to believe that human nature or, to be specific, the sexual 
impulse, has in any way changed in the last five thousand years or so. This in 
spite of the numerous revival meetings, revelations, prophecies, and judicial 
executions of this period. More than that, the machinery and appointments of 
the brothel remain pretty much the same. The courtesan of today smokes a 
good many cigarettes and drinks as much whiskey as she can conveniently 
get. The prostitute of ancient Greece was also a drinker of alcoholic beverages. 
She had no tobacco, but she was addicted to various other drugs. The 


courtesan of India chews betel nuts and offers a supply to all callers. 


Anatole France, in his novel "Thais", describes delightfully and with acute 
insight the life of a beautiful and very popular hetaera. His heroine lives not 
in classical Greece but in Egypt, when the great cities of that land are under a 
Hellenic civilization. There is a story here, a powerful story of how a certain 
devout monk exerts a remarkable influence over a courtesan and is himself 
influenced by her. The modern popularization of this theme is to be found in 


the drama "Rain", adapted from Maugham's "Miss Sadie Thompson." 


I refer here to Anatole France's novel for the stylistic beauty which it 
undoubtedly possesses, or even for its psychological profundity, but for the 
vivid picture it presents of the aristocratic prostitute of antiquity. The hetaera 
lives for us again in her splendid house surrounded by rich furniture and 
draperies, waited on by many slaves, dining in magnificent luxury, looking 
calmly down upon the world of fashionable and brilliant young men at her 


feet. 


We see also the prostitute swayed by the superstitions of her time, converted 
to Christianity, at last acclaimed as a saint. There is no exaggeration in 


Anatole France's account. Such things as he describes did actually occur. 


It is said—and of course there is a good deal of truth in this saying—that in 
our own days harlots have swayed kingdoms, caused the downfall of 
monarchies, occasioned and decided problems of state. Always blue blood has 
voluntarily turned red in response to the red blood of beauty. To be sure, it is 
nearly impossible coldly to analyze the sexual problems of today. At every 
instant we are treading on somebody's toes, offending against one propriety 
or another, violating some taboo. Especially in America, where prostitution, 
although common enough, is generally illicit, it is difficult for the scientific 


investigator to assemble and publish his data. 


In classical days, a man might go out and boldly purchase a season-ticket to 
the brothel. Perhaps he did not assume the self-righteous air of a man who has 
just subscribed for a box at the opera. As I have already mentioned, there were 
sexual reformers among the Greeks and Romans. At all times the brothel had 


its vigorous opponents. 


In actual practice, though, almost the whole nubile male population patronized 
the harlot's house. It was easily accessible, the fees were cheap, and 
attendance, according to the consensus of opinion, was not shameful. 
Compared with the situation in classical times, attendance at the modern 
houses of prostitution in London or Paris or Amsterdam is quite light. There 
are a number of reasons why this is so. First, the cost has gone up to a 
considerable extent. There is also a new sense of shame or sexual modesty 
(prudery, in its extreme manifestations) which has to some extent curbed 
natural instincts. Most important of all, no doubt, is the fear of syphilis which 


has spread since Columbus discovered the Americas. 


In Solon's time the equivalent of a few cents purchased the services of an 
ordinary prostitute. The courtesans who were much sought after set a high 


price on themselves. Occasionally there was haggling over a price. 


Procurers or panders existed, of course. These intermediaries between the 
courtesan and her patrons might be state officers or owners of the prostituted 
slaves or agents of the free prostitutes. In some cases they were relatives. A 


mother might deliver over her daughter or a husband, his wife. 


Most often in antiquity the prostitutes were handled by people who thought of 
them as goods which should bring a profit to the purchaser. They were sold 
with other slaves in the market-place. No consideration for their feelings was 
manifested in the transaction. Prospective customers examined them 
carefully. Speculators sometimes rented a woman to a pander or to one who 


desired a mistress. 


The prostitute was supposed to satisfy all the demands of the libido. In ancient 
literature there are references to sadists and masochists, and to the special 
arrangements made for them in brothels. Almost all the desires which now 
appear to us to be perversions or symptoms of sexual psychopathia were 
considered reasonable and natural by the ancients. So long as no excess was 


practiced, indulgence in almost any pleasure was considered proper. 


Many books which would now be considered dangerously pornographical 
circulated freely among the ancients. For instance, there were many treatises 
on the "figures of Venus", the various ways of carrying out coition. Our 
medical authorities on sex say that the proper exercise of the function is not 
instinctively acquired by men. However, even in works intended for 
physicians, there is seldom any discussion of the right way or the right ways. 
The Greeks had many gods, but we worship one whom they did not know — 


Ignorance. 


Scientifically, to be sure, they were inferior to us. However, if they knew 
something, they did not conceal it because it was supposedly offensive to 
religion. What good is it to the citizens of a free and democratic country to 
have scientific discoveries made, if they are carefully to be hidden from all 
students, on the ground that they contradict what is stated in certain holy 


books? 


The Greeks, although they actually knew less than we, made better use of their 
knowledge. It is sometimes surprising to find out the gaps in their science. 


Thus, it is pretty sure that both gonorrhea and chancroids were common 


diseases in ancient times. Yet the Greek and Roman physicians seem not in 
the least to have suspected that these diseases were transmitted in the act of 
coition. They knew that certain diseases were contagious. In fact, they 
cautioned men against having relations with women who were afflicted with 


eczema, leprosy, or certain other easily-recognized illnesses. 


As we have seen, the bath and the brothel were often adjoining places and 
occasionally the same place. The Greeks anointed themselves with oil before 


any physical exercise. This fact probably often prevented a venereal infection. 


The ancients were, for their own sake, careful about the physical cleanliness 
of the prostitute. For her mental and moral cleanliness they concerned 
themselves little. She was a useful object, a religious object, for at least this 
reason, that she insured the sanctity of the home. A splendid harlot might be 
given luxuries, but it would be as though a champion race-horse were given 
an expensive stall. Except 

in the case of the few hetaera who aroused romantic love, the prostitutes were 


hardly considered to be persons. 


The regulation of prostitution by the police as it prevails today in many 
European cities, according to Iwan Bloch, is a system of inscribing the 
courtesans on a slave list. In some cases the harlots have been exposed almost 
without restriction to the tyrannies of certain officials. There are pictured such 


conditions in Hugo's "Les Miserables". 


In one form or another the slavery of prostitutes has existed uninterruptedly 


from ancient times to our own. We all know what "white slavery” means. The 


Italian padrones in New York formerly held young girls in subjection under 
conditions pretty much resembling those of antique slavery, except that the 
legal justification did not exist. I see no reason to agree with Dr. Bloch that 
modern "white slavery'" is an outgrowth or result of ancient conditions. For 
one matter, the problem of recruiting the slaves has become an altogether 


different one. 


So long as brothels exist, there will probably be some sort of slavery. There 
will be some sort of domination of the weak will by the strong will. Always 
the lone prostitute has had her bully or "protector", the man on whom she has 


lavishly poured her affections and her booty. 


In Greece the prostitute's bully was the state, which took her earnings or a 
share in them. There was a whole class of Collectors of the Prostitutes' 
Revenue. The courtesan who did not belong to the state paid a monthly tax 
which amounted to her usual fee for her favors. If the sexual phenomena of 
today are somewhat different from those of yesterday and if the conditions of 
tomorrow appear likely to be different from those of today, this is due most 
of all to the gradual decline of the double standard of sexual morality. This 
dual set of rules of conduct, accepted without question by the Greeks and 
Romans of classical times, is coming more and more to be questioned. So long 
as women are climbing firmly to a position of equality with (possibly of 


superiority to) men, we can be sure that the old measuring rods will go. 


In addition to the double standard just mentioned, classical prostitution rested 
on the distinction between those who needed to work and those who were too 


noble and too proud to do any manual or certain kinds of mental labor. Thus 


there was normally a deep gulf, a. deeper gulf even than exists with us, 
between a man's wife and the harlots of whom he was fond. Yet men were 
known to marry prostitutes, even in Greece. More frequently they took them 


to themselves as concubines or mistresses. 


Despite the shameful position of the prostitute, she played in ancient India, 
Greece, and Rome a greater role than the legitimate wife. Whereas the wife 
had to stay at home and supervise the cooking and the care of the young 
children, the courtesan conversed freely with many men. If she was 
intelligent, she might have it in her power to sway the destinies of a state. At 
any rate, she was permitted a wide range of interests. If she had the desire and 
the ability to join in philosophical discussions, she was welcome to do so! She 
could be praised by all, toasted by all, greeted by all men with honors and with 
gifts. A good wife, by way of contrast, was one who herself remained silent 


and about whom nothing good and nothing bad was ever said. 


Any reader of this booklet who is familiar with many comedies of the 
Elizabethan age will recall that the favorite setting is a brothel or a boisterous 
tavern. This setting was borrowed, along with a number of other things, from 
the Latin comedy; and this, in turn, from the Greek. The ancients were not 
shocked, as the New York authorities have been in the case of "The God of 
Vengeance," to see a brothel on the stage. The hetaera was the heroine of many 
a Greek comedy. The mimes have already been mentioned, in which the parts 


of harlots were taken, realistically enough, by the harlots themselves. 


A great deal about the prostitutes of Greece in the time of the Roman Empire 


is to be learned from the satirical dialogues of Lucian and the imaginary letters 


of his contemporary Alciphron. Both the great and the little writers of 
antiquity discussed sex freely, and many of the literary works were frankly 


intended to be aphrodisiac. 


This purpose is referred to in ancient medical works. The same thing was true 
in all the branches on ancient art. Phallic symbols exist today in great 
numbers, but only the initiated recognize them as such. In ancient times, when 
the symbols were still more numerous, everyone knew what they meant. Many 
great artists worked at paintings and decorations intended for the walls of a 
brothel. Artistic representations of the nude, which were many, did not usually 


have any erotic significance. 


It has happened since classical times that a painter or a sculptor has used as 
model for a sacred work of art a woman herself not saintly. A good many of 
the Greek statutes of Aphrodite were modelled after well-known courtesans. 
Since the goddess of love had no need to look ascetic, there was nothing 
strange about this. The gods and goddesses of Homer and the Greek dramatists 
were not aloof from humanity, and they were themselves quite susceptible to 


the normal passions of mankind. 


{This essay was first published in 1925} 


I Have Made a Big Mistake by Yumi 


[Busan] I have made a big mistake and now I am trying to come to terms 
with it. I am thirty, newly married and had a tryst with a friend just before I 
was married. The tryst was a few days before my marriage. Now I know I 
have made a big mistake ... but it is not what you think it is. Don’t judge me 


until you have read my entire story. Perhaps then you will understand ... 


Yumi is not my real name. If I gave you my real name then my husband and 
my family might find me out and then I would have hell to pay. Yet I want 
my story to be told. 


Life has not been simple nor easy for me. I was the youngest of three with two 
brothers older than me from my father’s first marriage. They were both small, 
near sighted and wore glasses and were Otaku-nerds. They did not have a 


social life outside of their circle of nerd friends. 


My father was always away on business. My mother had given up her career 
to be a house wife to look after our family. She worked hard and I tried to help 
her as best I can. In high school I was a ‘so-so’ student and was not good 
enough to get into university. For a few years after graduating high school I 
found odd-jobs to earn some money but it was never enough for me to move 
out and live on my own. The economy was so bad and there were few jobs 


for new graduates. 


Then one afternoon I saw my father with a young woman on his arm. She 


was about my age. I watched and followed them as they entered a ‘Love 


Hotel.’ I had taken my cellphone out and had filmed them together, then 
waited until they had finished and were leaving. I filmed them a second time 


as my father kissed her. 


It was then that he saw me filming them and ran out into the street yelling my 
name. He wasn’t looking where he was going and a truck struck him down. 
He was unconscious for a month before he died. Iran home, tears in my eyes. 
When I arrived home a policeman was at the front door talking with my 
mother. They sort of thought I was crying because my father had been in an 


accident. 


I never told my mother what I had seen nor what had happened. The girl he 
had been with never came forward. She disappeared into the crowd — which 
told me she was not his “girlfriend.” I know that young girls sometimes search 
out a sugar-daddy to help them out. After all, life can be expensive. They 
had only been in the “Love Hotel” for twenty minutes. They could not have 
been in love could they? Maybe I am harsh in judging the girl ... as for my 


step father ... karma 1s karma! 


I felt guilty but not because my father had died (he had killed himself by his 
recklessness). I felt guilty because I did not tell my mother what I had seen 
nor what had happened. Nor did I tell her about the times he tried to invade 


my privacy just to see me naked. My two step brothers were like that too. 


A few months after my father died and the insurance company had settled up 
1t was obvious there was not enough money for my mother to continue to be 


a home body. She found a part time job at a local super market. My father’s 


two sons were a lost cause. My mother tried as best she could to push them 
“into the world’ but they fought her tooth and nail. They are both now in their 
thirties and have yet to have a real job and a real girlfriend. I know they 


masturbate at least twice a day. 


It was evident to me that I would have to look after my own needs. Ihad some 
high school friends who had come to Canada on a working holiday and one 
ofthem, when she heard my father had died, invited me to come stay with her. 
My mother thought it was a good idea and so she bought me a plane ticket, 
helped me pack my bags and sent me on my way. She said an adventure 


would do me good. 


That was four years ago. I have not been back to Japan since. 


My experiences in Canada have been interesting! It is a country that is both 
modern in some ways and backwards in others. There is lots of freedom for 
women in Canada, yet it is technologically backwards and culturally 


immature. 


I love the freedom that I have, a freedom which took me years to get 
accustomed to. I no longer notice the backwardness of technology in Canada 
(I have surrounded myself with the things that I need as a 21“ century person) 
but I am constantly reminded of the cultural immaturity of Canadians. For 
instance I don’t understand why people just throw their garbage on the ground 


when they can put it in a garbage can. 


My friend worked at a Japanese restaurant. She got me ajob asa server. She 
had to lend me a Kimono to wear since I did not have one of my own. I did 
not even know how to wear a kimono properly. It took me weeks and weeks 
before I felt comfortable wearing one and carrying the food and well just 


doing my job. 


My job was tedious and sometimes very annoying. Canadian men are crazy 
about Japanese women. Many of them think that Japanese women are 
nymphomaniacs. They think that all they had to do is ask and we will toppled 
onto our backsides, spread our legs and enjoy being ravished by them. On 
occasion the cooks in the kitchen had to act like our older brothers with the 


unruly and drunken patrons. 


I wasn’t paying close enough attention while the head chef at our restaurant 
began to seduce me. He comes from Busan in Korea (at our restaurant the 
servers were all Japanese women, the entire kitchen staff were all Korean 
men). For two years I never went out on dates with Canadian men and before 
I knew it the head chef and I were a couple and I had moved in with him. That 
was two years ago. Those two years have seen ups and downs until one day 


he suggested we just get married. 


I have to admit I would like to have a baby but he told me just a few weeks 
ago he is not too keen about the idea. I just recently found out why. This is 


the main reason why I have decided to share with you my story. 


I was a virgin when we had sex for the first time two years ago. After he 


penetrated me ... and then left me unsatisfied ... I asked and he told me he 


had had sex with several Korean girls before he had sex with me. The one 
thing I can tell you right up front is that Korean men have short and small 
penises, and that Korean women have small vaginas. That is just the way it 
is. As you probably guessed I have seen the penises of my two step brothers 
and they were small too (which is one of the reasons they did not hit it off 


with girls ... their toys are too tiny). 


I, on the other hand, am not so small. I am taller than he is and until a few 
months ago I did not fully realize just how small Korean men are compared 
to Canadian men. My boyfriend who would become my fiancé, and is now 


my husband, was the only boy I have ever had intercourse with ... 


How did I find out how big Canadian men are compared to Korean men (and 
most Japanese men as well). A few days before I was married I decided to 
throw good sense to the wind and throw myself a bachelorette party. I had had 
an official pre-wedding party in the formal Korean tradition and the formal 
Japanese tradition, but I had heard about what a bachelorette was and so 
unbeknown to my fiancé and our friends I snuck out to enjoy an afternoon 


with an artist friend I had met online. 


We had known each other for three months, zooming several times to chat, 
and I have to admit I went in search of this adventure. He is light hearted and 
kind and did not mind being my play thing. I told him how I used to draw 
when I was in school and missed doing art. I asked him whether he could be 
my bachelorette gift for an afternoon. He said that would be fun and he let 


me plan my own party. 


On the afternoon we were to meet up I asked him to pick up some sushi and 
to put it into his refrigerator for later. When we met up we went for a short 
walk. It was nice to finally meet him in person. He was older than me and 
had once been married but had been divorced for a decade. We talked 
pleasantly as we walked to his studio and my party. When we were settled in 


and he had made us some green tea he smiled and said “what’s next?” 


I asked me to let me undress him, which he let me do. This was the first time 
I had seen the penis of a Canadian man ... It was much bigger, twice as big 


and twice as long than the penises I had seen so far in my life. 


Then I asked him to sit while I drew him. He was beautiful. The most 
beautiful man I had seen in my life ... which got me to wonder about many 


things ... 


Next it was time to take the sushi out and enjoy nantaimori ... which is when 
a man becomes the table off which a women eats her sushi. I blind folded him 
and got him to lie down on a rug. Ihad made something for him to wear over 
his penis, a turtle shell, while I teased him (we had done this at the thirtieth 
birthday party of a girl friend and I wanted to enjoy this teasing for myself — 
at her birthday she was the only one allowed to tease the turtle). I wrapped 
his penis in a silk cloth and placed the turtle shell over him, his penis being 


the turtle’s neck and head. Here are some pictures I took. 


As Iteased him he became more and more aroused. 


I ate the sushi with my mouth lifting each piece off his body with my lips. I 
also fed him a piece from time to time, our lips touching for a brief second 


each time I did this. . 


I had never seen a man so long and so stiff as he was after I had teased him. 


I felt courageous and empowered. I lifted the turtle off his penis. I got him 
to stand and bind-fold me so that I could caress and explore his body. He let 
me do this and so he became my living sculpture ... he was warm and soft all 


over. 


It fascinated me to feel so much soft hair. Asian men do not have hair on their 
bodies, except near their penises and that hair is rough and wiry. This is a 


drawing I drew later. 


I took his penis in my hand. It was so soft and warm ... hot even, much hotter 


than my fiancé’s penis ever got. 


Then I asked him to undress me which he did ever so slowly, teasing me in a 
most sensuous fashion. Then he set down a blanket on the floor. I told him I 


wanted to be teased and so he began to tickle me with a long stem paint brush. 


I had expected him to massage me but this tickling was much more than I 
expected. It was exquisite (how exquisite you can only know by letting 


someone do this to you). 


He drove me crazy, tickling the most sensitive places allover my body. Then 
suddenly for the first time in my life Ihad an orgasm. And not just one but 


wave after wave after wave. 


It was as if a life time of sexual suppression suddenly was released from within 


me. 


I started to cry and my friend took me into his arms. He brushed my hair away 
from my face, looked into my eyes and asked me why I was crying. Itried to 
explain to him the reasons, partly was because of the happiness he had brought 
me, but partly it was because I realized that in a few days, when I am married, 
I will not be able to enjoy such pleasures with my husband. His penis was 


just too small and he was never romantic with me. 


My resolve to marry started to unravel at that instant and my friend sensed 
this. He then did something that I will thank him for the rest of my life. He 
told me that as a woman I have the right to seek out my own pleasures as a 


woman... that married men do that all the time and so married women should 


do that as well ... this was equitable and fair. “Now is the time for you to 


marry isn't it?” 


I looked up into his eyes and then reached down and pulled his penis to just 
so that it was touching my vagina. Then I painted my soft skin with his soft 
skin until I shuddered. The effect on him was immediate and he had an 


orgasm too. Then we just laid silently side by side. 


Ten days after this exquisite afternoon I was married, not once but twice, once 
in a Japanese ceremony in Kobe and a second time in a Korean ceremony in 
Busan. That was late last year ... and I have been trying hard to become 


pregnant since then but nothing is happening. 


So what is the big mistake I have made? When my husband was finally 
convinced to go get checked out by the doctor they told him he is infertile and 
will never be able to father a child. My husband admitted to me that he had 
suspected this for some time. I asked him why he hadn’t told me this before 


we were married? 


The day I painted my sex with my friend”s penis I was ovulating. The mistake 
I made was not to push him inside me and let him impregnate me, for if I had 
I would now be holding a baby in my arms and well ... I would be enjoying 


my greatest pleasure as a woman. 


We live in Busan ... a city I don’t feel at home in. My husband has opened 
his own restaurant which is a gigantic struggle for us. I am very sullen and 


lonely, 


My husband sees this and recently said we might be forced to return to Canada 
soon so we can work in our old restaurant. If we do return I hope to see my 
friend again to spend many an afternoon with him ... painting a very different 


future. 


Prologue to the Stories about sitting for Genthe by Susanna 


[New York] The next few stories are written as recollections of my 
grandmother and some of her close friends. My grandmother and some of her 
close friends danced in the Ziegfeld Follies in the late 1920”s until it was 
closed in 1931 due to the depression. They are all gone now and so it is left 
to me to share their reminiscences with you. I owe it to my grandmother and 


her friends. 


As a girl of nine (I am in my thirties now) my grandmother introduced me to 
some of her friends at a tea following the funeral of one of their circle. When 
my grandmother introduced me to her friends as a ‘dancer’ they giggle like 
school girls and at my grandmother’s insistence they opened up and started to 


share with me stories of their time during the ‘Follies.’ 


I use the terms ‘Follies’ because their experiences did not begin nor end on 


the stage but carried through in a rather colorful fashion off stage as well. 


The Ziegfeld Follies was an American version of Les Follies Bergére of Paris. 
The Ziegfeld Follies was the brain child of Florenz Ziegfeld and ran from 1907 
to 1931. The ‘Follies’ as the women who performed in them described it was 


a mixture of song and dance, burlesque, false glamour and sexploitation. 


Much has been written about the song and dance, burlesque, false glamour but 


there is one thing that has been left out ... the sexploitation. 


It is interesting to notice that Les Follies Bergere are still being performed in 
Paris but it has been nearly a century since the Ziegfeld Follies were forced to 


close, never to open again. Perhaps this is because of Hollywood? 


The sexploitation came in the way of how the women were chosen to perform 
on stage, what they performed, where they performed, and what happened 
after they left the Ziegfeld Follies. Many did not survive their moments in the 
lime light and ended up as alcoholics and fallen women. Many were treated 
for social diseases (which was the kiss of death ... Ziegfeld had his girls sign 
on with a stage doctor whose job it was to make sure his girls were “fit as a 
fiddle.’ Once a month the dancers had to spread their legs for him.) If you 


were afflicted you had to leave the show, no questions asked and no drama. 


We know of many of the dancers today because of the figurative pictorials 


taken of them by Ziegfeld’s photographer in residence Arnold Genthe. 


Genthe’s job was to not just publicize the girls while they performed, his job 
was to provide ‘the boss’ with titillating photographs of the girls so that he 
could choose a few new girls each month to join his “Follies,” as some of his 


girls left the stage for a myriad of reasons. 


If you wanted to go on stage you had first to appear in front of the camera. If 
the boss liked what he saw in the pictures then you had a couch call ... if you 
were a virgin you were guaranteed a place on stage. The average performance 


time for a Ziegfeld girl was about two years — three if you really ‘put-out.’ 


The next few stories are what I remember from the reminiscences of my 
grandmother and her friends. Theirs is an oral history of sitting for pictorials 
by Arnold Genthe. I apologize in advance if I might have forgotten some of 
their stories or maybe have misconstrued what it was they were trying to say. 
They were not a bashful group ... but I was only nine at the time and perhaps 


they did not want to cause me to blush, or spill my tea on my nice dress. 


Perhaps in the future I will convey their stories about their experiences onstage 


and off. These are their stories about how they got called onto the stage. 


Arnold Genthe, self-portrait, 1900 


Genthe started photography at the turn of the twentieth century. Genthe was 
very much like Egon Schiele, who he admired. At the beginning of his 
photography he did some of the first ‘color pictures’ done in America. He 
used glass plates and a giant box camera that could be wheeled around his 
studios. His studios, were small inexpensive spaces in brownstone buildings. 


He usually met his models at a coffee shop nearby and then ‘escorted’ them 


up into his studio. By the time he entered his creative space with his models 
he usually was “arm in arm” with them and knew them by their first name. 
Rarely did he do repeat sessions with models merely because there was no 


pay in doing this. Genthe took photos of girls at anumber of dancing schools. 


Genthe worked off plates and did his own negative as well as print developing. 


Here is a lovely picture he took of one of his models peeking into his camera. 


My grandmother sat for Arnold Genthe when she was in her middle-teens. 
She performed in 1930 and 1931 and was there the night the curtain came 
down at the Ziegfeld Follies for the final time in 1931. 


Sitting for Arnold Genthe by Alice 


[New York] Can you guess how old I am in this picture? If you guessed right 


then you will understand why Genthe got me to wear a mask over my face. 


I was a dancer at one of the New York schools. He was known as ‘The 
Photographer.” He asked me and I said yes ... I don’t know why I did. I felt 
better behind the mask, then I wasn’t totally naked. After he gave me a print 
and promised he would smash the plate. Obviously he didn’t smash it, did he! 


My Mother Made Me Do It! by Sarah 


[New York] You won’t believe me but it was my mother who put me up to 


this. She said it would help ‘my career.’ I was just fourteen at the time. 


This was the first time I was ever naked in front of a man. I had butterflies in 
my stomach. The whole photography session took fifteen minutes but it felt 
like hours. I turned away so that I was not looking into the camera. My 
mother is the woman holding up the square of work to block the shine off my 


face. 


Genthe gave a print of this picture to Mr. Zeigfeld but I was never called in 
for an interview. I guess I wasn’t his type ... Genthe had promised he would 


destroy the negative, but obviously he didn’t. 


In for a penny ... in for a pound, I suppose. A few years later I sat for some 
artists at the Guild here in New York. I was twenty at the time. The sessions 
started with me fully clothed in a skimpy dancer’s costume. Then one day I 


found the courage to expose the top half of me to the students, mostly women. 


The instructor told me that if I didn’t go all the way the next session they 
would drop me and so the next session I did. I dropped my drawers. Just 
for fun that day the instructor posed a man with me up on the podium. He 
didn’t tell me in advance he would do this. That was the first time Isaw what 
a man looked like ... really close up. For the last half-hour the instructor had 


us take up the pose of the famous sculpture the Lovers. 


He was handsome! After our drawing session he and I went for drinks ... our 
night together ended the following morning with waffles ... I got pregnant! 
That ended my modeling career. He went back to his wife in Philadelphia. I 


kept the child. 


Who do I have to thank for this? Zeigfeld or Genthe. 


The Two of Us by Elizabeth 


[New York] In the spring of 1929 my friend and I had both travelled to New 
York from Cleveland in search of stardom. We were a package deal. I am 


the short one. Ziegfeld never took in ‘twins’ ... but no one told us that. 


We had our picture taken by Genthe and well my friend got the call, not me. 
She said yes, one day packed her things and left me a note asking ‘will I ever 
forgive her.” She lasted two weeks. One of the managers tried to seduce her 


and she pushed him off! They gave her the pink slip and black balled her too 


for added measure. My friend went back home to Ohio. And that was the end 


of that. 


A few days later the Follies called me. But they didn’t know about me and 
my friend. Ithanked them for the offer but instead I told them ‘/ already had 
a gig, even though I didn’t. 


For a few years it was a struggle, and I had to find other work but persevered 


and eventually I ended up dancing on several other stages around New York. 


When I got tired of burlesque I married a respectable banker and settled down 


in New York. We had three children and two grandchildren ... all girls. 


By the way none of my daughters and granddaughters heard about my dancing 


career until my friend died and we went to her funeral in Cleveland. 


They had a giggle when they saw the picture that Genthe had taken of my 
friend and I hanging on my friend’s wall. We both had the picture because I 


paid Genthe to make two extra copies, one for my friend and one for me. 


I know that many strangers have seen me naked. Genthe had promised me he 
would destroy the negative after he had made the three prints. Obviously he 


didn’t ... what a scoundrel! We never signed a release. 


My Mother was Glad I wasn't Naked by Estella 


[New York] Can you guess which one of the two I am? At dancing school 
they called me the Swan, but not because I was graceful and beautiful but 
because I was tall and gangly. My legs are really long and my hips were 
narrow, almost like a boy's. If you guessed I am the girl in the smock you are 
correct. We had tried an original pose with both of us partially naked but it 


really didn’t work out well and so Genthe had me put on the smock. 


When I showed my mother this picture she said she was glad I wasn’t naked! 


The Three of Us ...by Marguerite 


[New York] Dance schools were all the craze at the end of the nineteenth and 
beginning of the twentieth century. The schools were meant to help “finish 


girls into young women.” In actual fact they were warrens for lesbians love. 


A warren is a city of rabbits, or a place that you can easily be lost in. Imagine 
dozens of vestal girls, at the verge of their first romantic trysts, all coming 
together to enjoy the freedoms that their bodies allow them. Imagine your 


dance school head is Isadora Duncan or someone else of this gist. 


Then imagine the silliness that bubbles to the surface ... Her private studio 


was at a townhouse on Gramercy Park. We practices at a brownstone at 23 


and 4*. When we performed for the public we danced our performances at 


the Century Theater at West 60" and Central Park West. 


Our costumes were pretty risqué and did not leave much to the imagination. 


Here is Isadora in one of her famous poses: 


You can tell she is not wearing a brassiere. She did not want her girls to feel 
encumbered so she encouraged us to dance without a bra and sometimes even 
without panties (if, of course, it was not our time of the month ... even then 


she insisted that this should not stop us from being creative). 


Her daughter Dierdre would sometimes dance with us in a lovely pink 
costume while her younger son Patrick, with his long tassels of hair, would 


dress up as Cupid and tease us ... 


Sometimes little Cupid’s costume bottom would drop off and he would keep 
on prancing about. This was the first time Isaw what a boy looked like. Little 
Patrick was a devil! His father was one of the Singers and so Patrick felt his 
calling was to sing. He had picked up a whole repertoire of stage songs, many 
of which were risqu& and were from the burlesques. Whenever he had a 
chance he would sing and make us blush. He was a real wild one! We girls 


once watched him stand on a big oak chair, which he had dragged across the 


stage with some effect (it woke the dead), then he peed into a fire bucket, 


arching ever so skillfully through the air. Not a drop missed its mark. 


We could not stop giggling! For years and years afterwards I thought all men 
had such a small ... you know what ... until one day I discovered otherwise! 
It hadn’t dawned on me that things would grow in proportion to the body it 


was attached too. 


Once afternoon Ms. Duncan sent the three of us up the street to have our 
portrait done by Genthe. We dressed up in our costumes and he did a ‘formal’ 
picture of us, then he walked us over to his “informal collection’ a group of 


figurative albums. He did not have to ask. We understood what he wanted! 


A few minutes later he took the figurative picture of the three of us. Can you 


guess which one of the three Iam? I will give you a clue. Ilove Shakespeare! 


He Gave me Two Dollars ...by Violet 


[New York] There is not much that needs be said. We girls knew what we 
had to do to ‘get ahead in the trade.” | was just sixteen at the time when he 
took this picture of me. I was also still a virgin ... I knew of Arnie’s appetite 
and should not have come alone to his studio. But I had no one to chaperone 
me and so the day I came to sit for him I was menstruating. That pushed him 
off me, but he said his balls were aching and turning blue. So I helped him 
with this ... Ihad done the favor before for a stage hand who had a fancy to 
me. Genthe gave me two dollars as a thank you. That's over $ 50 today. 


Ms. Duncan Told Us to Sit for Arnold Genthe ... by Betty 


[New York] Can you guess which of the two I am? You can tell by the 
expression on my face. I was thinking if my father found out I was doing this 


off to anunnery I would go. 


My friend is whispering into my ear that I am very beautiful. She said my 
breasts were remarkable. I am looking down at her body. This was the first 


time we had seen each other naked. 


Later that afternoon we spent several hours sharing a bath together. She asked 
me and I let her put her little finger inside of me. This gave me such feelings 
that I blush even today as I think of this moment in my life. This was the 
moment I lost my virginity and also the moment when I realized I loved 
women better than men. Her finger was better than a man’s penis. She being 


a women, could understand how to tease me. 


My friend and I became lovers, the first of many women friends I had. I was 
never married and never had children. Even in the 1940’s when I put on a 


tight sweater both women and men stared and envied me. 


Of course I had to keep all of this from my parents. This would be worse than 
my having lost my virginity before marriage. My father would have sent me 
to a nunnery if only to keep me away from my women friends. But nuns are 


women too aren't they? 


I guess I have both Isadora Duncan and Arnold Genthe to thank for this. By 


the way Isadora figured me out ... she also had long exquisite fingers. 


Somethings Dada 


Greenwich Village by Anonymous 


Greenwich Village is deserted! 


Nothing here 

but forlorn husbands, 
homeless females, 
struggling artists, 
busted platonic lovers, 
decadent poet ... 

too busy or too poor 


to hit the high spots. 


Stay-at-homes 
include one female tabby 
with nine black and tan kittens, 


whose better half must be a traveling man. 


There is nothing to do 
during the dog days 

but drink Dago red, 

visit the other fellow's wife, 
and take in the honky-tonks 


... 1n Bohemian cellar entertainments. 


{from Cap'n Joey's JCap'n Joey's Jazza-Ka-Jazza v01n06 1922-Fall} 


Pictorial: The Ultimate Selfie 


Could Man be Drunk For Ever by A. E. Housman 


Could man be drunk for ever 
With liquor, love, or fights, 
Lief should I rouse at morning 


And lief lie down of nights. 


But men at whiles are sober 
And think by fits and starts, 
And if they think, they fasten 
Their hands upon their hearts. 


Birds, Bags, Bears and Buns by Anonymous 


The common cormorant or shag 

Lays eggs inside a paper bag. 

The reason you will see, no doubt, 

It is to keep the lightning out, 

But what these unobservant birds 

Have never noticed is that herds 

Of wandering bears may come with buns 


And steal the bags to hold the crumbs. 


Litany by G. K. Chesterton 


From all that terror teaches, 
From lies of tongue and pen, 
From all the easy speeches 

That comfort cruel men, 

From sale and profanation 

Of honour and the sword, 

From sleep and from damnation, 


Deliver us, good Lord! 


Pictorial: Nantaimori anyone? 


The Owl and the Pussy Cat by Edward Lear 


The Owl and the Pussy-Cat went to sea 
In a beautiful pea-green boat. 

They took some honey, and plenty of money, 
Wrapped up in a five-pound note. 

The Owl looked up to the stars above, 
And sang to a small guitar, 

*O lovely Pussy! O Pussy, my love, 
What a beautiful Pussy you are, 

You are, 

You are! 

What a beautiful Pussy you are!* 


Pussy said to the Owl, “You elegant fowl! 


How charmingly sweet you sing! 

O let us be married! too long we have tarried: 
But what shall we do for a ring?” 

They sailed away, for a year and a day, 

To the land where the Bong-Tree grows, 

And there in a wood a Piggy-wig stood, 

With a ring at the end of his nose, 

His nose, 

His nose, 

With a ring at the end of his nose. 

‘Dear Pig, are you willing to sell for one shilling 
Your ring?’ Said the Piggy, ‘I will.’ 

So they took it away, and were married next day 
By the Turkey who lives on the hill. 

They dined on mince, and slices of quince, 
Which they ate with a runcible spoon; 

And hand in hand, on the edge of the sand, 
They danced by the light of the moon, 

The moon, 

The moon, 


They danced by the light of the moon. 


The Song of Right and Wrong by G. K. Chesterton 


Feast on wine or fast on water 
And your honour shall stand sure, 
God Almighty’s son and daughter 
He the valiant, she the pure; 

If an angel out of heaven 

Brings you other things to drink, 
Thank him for his kind intentions, 


Go and pour them down the sink. 


Tea is like the East he grows in, 
A great yellow Mandarin 

* With urbanity of manner 

And unconsciousness of sin; 
Allthe women, like a harem, 

At his pig-tail troop along; 

And, like all the East he grows in, 


He is Poison when he’s strong. 


Tea, although an Oriental, 

Is a gentleman at least; 

Cocoa is acad and coward, 
Cocoa is a vulgar beast, 

Cocoa is a dull, disloyal, 
Lying, crawling cad and clown, 


And may very well be grateful 


To the fool that takes him down. 


As for allthe windy waters, 

They were rained like tempests down 
When good drink had been dishonoured 
By the tipplers of the town; 

When red wine had brought red ruin 
And the death-dance of our times, 
Heaven sent us Soda Water 


As a torment for our crimes. 


Pictorial: What I don't Remember doing on Spring Break! 


The Waggle Taggle Gypsies by Anon 


Three gipsies stood at the Castle gate, 
They sang so high, they sang so low, 
The lady sate in her chamber late, 


Her heart it melted away like snow. 


They sang so sweet, they sang so shrill, 
That fast her tears began to flow. 
And she laid down her silken gown, 


Her golden rings and all her show. 


She plucked off her high-heeled shoes, 
A-made of Spanish leather, O. 
She would in the street, with her bare, bare feet; 


All out in the wind and weather, O. 


O saddle me my milk-white steed, 

And go and fetch me my pony, O! 

That I may ride and seek my bride, 

Who is gone with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O! 


O he rode high, and he rode low, 
He rode through wood and copses too, 
Until he came to an open field, 


And there he espied his a-lady, O! 


What makes you leave your house and land? 
Your golden treasures for to go? 
What makes you leave your new-wedded lord. 


To follow the wraggle taggle gipsies, O? 


What care I for my house and my land? 
What care I for my treasure, O? 
What care I for my new-wedded lord, 


I’m off with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O! 


Last night you slept on a goose-feather bed, 
With the sheet turned down so bravely, O! 
And to-night you’ll sleep in a cold open field, 
Along with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O! 


What care I for a goose-feather bed, 

With the sheet turned down so bravely, O! 
For to-night I shall sleep in a cold open field, 
Along with the wraggle taggle gipsies, O! 


Vagabond by John Masefield 


Dunno a heap about the what an’ why, 
Can't say’s I ever knowed. 
Heaven to me’s a fair blue stretch of sky, 


Earth’s jest a dusty road. 


Dunno the name o’ things, nor what they are, 
Can’t say’s I ever will. 
Dunno about God - He’s jest the noddin’ star 


Atop the windy hill. 


Dunno about Life - it’s jest a tramp alone 
From wakin’-time to doss. 
Dunno about Death - it’s jest a quiet stone 


All over-grey wi’ moss. 


An’ why I live, an’ why the old world spins, 
Are things I never knowed; 

My mark’s the gipsy fires, the lonely inns, 
An’ jest the dusty road. 


Love, Drink and Debt by Alexander Brome 


I have been in love, and in debt, and in drink, 
This many and many a year, 

And those are three plagues enough, any should think, 
For one poor mortal to bear. 

"Twas love made me fall into drink, 
And drink made me run into debt, 

And though I have struggled, and struggled, and strove, 


I cannot get out of them yet. 


There’s nothing but money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my pain! 

"Twill pay all my debts, 
And remove all my lets, 

And my mistress, that cannot endure me, 
Will love me, and love me again: 


Then I'll fall to my loving and drinking amain! 


Questions by Lord Thomson of Cardington 


How can she catch the sunlight 


And bind it in her hair? 


Where is the golden apple 


Whose core is not despair? 


How shall one cull the honey 


And yet not rob the flower? 


And how can man, being happy, 
Still keep his happy hour? 


Photography 


A Tribute to Imogen Cunningham 


Pictorial: A Fallen Angel 


Alice Wilkes by Alfred Cheney Johnston 


Pickled Pirates 


Yep! Folks and subscribers, they're still talking about it down the Village 
Main Street—about the turbaned pirates, the demi-nude ones, and the hula- 
hula cut-throats of the Pirate's Ball. All the freebooters who ever went down 
to sea were on hand, and some who never sniffed the ocean except from a can 


of kippered herrings. 


Water was prohibited. Every male had a bottle and what his baby drank wasn't 
milk. As for standing room—if you didn't dance on the other fellow's toes he 


got angry and stepped on yours. 


The feminine pirates carried their mad money in their hose and their short 
frocks displayed the roll. It appeared like a shifter's imitation of post office to 
see the hands attempting to locate the rolls. One guy forgot to look for the roll. 
Piratesses were there in bathing suits of the form-fitting type, slip on once and 


get it off by stooping exercises. 
On the dark hurricane deck couples were going through all kinds of oscular 
calisthenics, including the Swedish. One artist was shot with a real live bullet; 


sixty-nine Pirates were half-shot with home-brew. 


{from Cap'n Joey's JCap'n Joey's Jazza-Ka-Jazza v01n06 1922-Fall} 


Pictorial: Light and Dark 


Let’s Jazz! 


Cried the piano to the victrola, 
"Let's jazz!” " 
The victrola said: “I can't — 
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I have a waltz piece on 


The Cat’s Crochet 


I once did wish to have the dish, 

Such as the Sultan had. 

With lots o' wives of different size, 

I thought his life not bad. 

That was before the Flappers wore, 
The things they wear today. 

Til say they're cute, the one-piece suit. 


Oh, they’re the Cat’s Crochet. 


I watch the sight, 

with keen delight. 

Now, isn’t nature grand? 
The facts are bare, 

they do not care, 


As they lay upon the sand. 


The Sultan’s old; 


his Kingdom cold, 

His women do not play. 
So we'll agree, 

the dimpled knee, 

Is just the Cat’s Crochet. 


The Truth About Mary ... 


We forever quote the weary note, 
About Mary and her pet. 
We shouldn’t slam the little lamb, 
When Mary’s the one to vet. 
There blew a breeze, 
that showed her sex; 
The truth it made me laugh. 
She couldn't shame her lamb with blame. 


His hair was on her lap! 


{this poem has been ‘modernized’ } 


Pictorial: High School Schedule 


RGH- SCHOOL SCHEDULE 
48. 
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Somethings Surreal 


Some Figuratives by Nikolas Murray 


Pictorial: Ina Wicker Chair ... 1969 ... 


Naked I Lay There ... by Aki Kurosawa 


He had aged so much 
in just a few years. 
His hand was frail to my touch. 


This brought me to tears. 


He was now eighty years old. 
To celebrate this we had all gathered. 
When we were invited we were not told 


how much he had changed, rather 


That “his time was running out' 
so we came expecting to see him 
perhaps one last time, or 


never again. His life had grown dim. 


When his wife had taken ill 
he watched the love of his life 
crumble into nothing, will 


he did try to keep her alive. 


Then one day she was gone 
forever, and he too started to crumble. 
I knew him ten years ago, 


when he taught Haiku at our school. 


It was romantic, listening to him 
recite the words of love as 
if they were his own, as if 


he were talking just to me. 


I used to close my eyes imagining him 
much younger, thinking we were all alone 
just the two of us, under a tree 


in spring time, his hand on my breast, 


He knew what he was doing to us young women, 
devoid of love and feeling very romantic. 

You could hear 

the beating of our hearts, 


and smell our fragrance. 


We were his flowers, our nectar flowed 
as freely as his words. It was so romantic 
listening to him, as he whispered in our ears 


and into the echoing hollows of us. 


I fell in love with him. We all did. 
But every night he went home to his wife, 
as we went to our empty beds, clutching our Haiku 


close to our bare breasts, we his blossoming flowers. 


We took to writing him Haiku 


which he enjoyed to collect 
all for himself. He told us this ... 


He would never let his wife see them. 


When at his eightieth he saw me 
his face flushed, and I knew why ... 
the Haiku I sent him would make 


even a monk throw open his robe. 


He asked that I sit next to him 

which I did, although others wished 

they had. He did not eat much that night, 
but he did drink. He got a bit tipsy, 


So one of us had to help him — 
Home. I did not mind. It was not 
far to his place. He did not have 


to ask me. I could see that in his eyes. 


His apartment was tiny, well ordered. 
It had a woman’s touch, amidst 
the shelves and shelves and shelves of books ... 


He had spent a lifetime collecting Haiku. 


His bedroom was small and his bathroom too. 
I helped him with his clothes, 


and washed his back. So as not to get my dress 


wet I took it off ... my bra and panties too. 


He closed his eyes and started to sing 
a song a little boy would sing when 
his mother washed his back. 


That said a lot about him I did not know. 


Then I splashed him with water and 
helped him into the bath. He kept 
his eyes closed until he sat down, 


and I sat down beside him and his bath. 


I asked him why he kept his eyes closed. 

He told me he wanted me to feel comfortable 
here with him .., I said I did 

and got into the bath with him. 


He started to recite Haiku, but not 
just any tome. He recited to me 
my Haiku I had written him, word for word, 


perfectly after the passage of many years. 


I had written him as a Geisha would 
write her Master. The he recited to me Haiku 
he had written but never shared 


with anyone before ... not even his wife. 


His words were so romantic that then 
and there I decided I would stay the night ... 
but not share his bed. Just to keep 


him company, until the crack of dawn. 


Once he had been set to bed 
I curled up on his couch, watching 
the traffic lights play across the ceiling 


while the noise serenaded me to sleep ... 


Just as I was about to fall asleep I 
heard from his room, the crying of what 
could come from a little boy scared to be alone. 


I got up and looked in on him. 


He was asleep, yet had tears in his eyes. 
So Itook pity on him and crawled under 
the covers besides him. He did not move 


so I lifted his arm to embrace me. 


Then I guided his frail hand to between 
my legs until his fingers found my special 
place. The moment he touched me 


he stopped crying. He was no longer alone 


For he is my Lord 


And I am his Concubine. 


... Naked I lay there 


Novella: The Amazonian by Patrick B 


When I was growing up I used to get into trouble all the time at school. I did 
this on purpose and if you are patient you will see how this made sense. There 


was method to my madness ... 


I am a girl, the eldest of three and when I was twelve my father died in an 
industrial accident, leaving my mother, me and my two younger siblings, both 
boys, to fend for ourselves. The company my father worked for refused to 
take credit for not following industrial safety rules and it took three years 


before they paid out a small settlement, most of which went to the lawyers. 


There had been a carbon dioxide leak in a valve at the brewery. My father 
was cleaning a vat when he first went unconscious and then asphyxiated. At 
his funeral, while he lay there in his coffin, he was still blue from hypoxia. I 
cried for months until my eyes could not shed anymore tears then I went 
completely quiet. My mother was worried for me. I was close to my father. 


I told her she best look after my younger brothers. 


One afternoon, on the anniversary of my father’s death, I had walked to our 
community garden and was lying flat on my back looking up in the sky 
wondering where heaven was. I contemplated whether my life was over and 
whether I wanted to once again be with my father. I watched the clouds billow 
by and in each of them I saw my father’s face. It was then that I noticed the 
buzzing of the bees and started to watch them fly about, pollinating the plants. 
It was the bees that saved me ... Whenever I needed to think about life I came 


and watched the bees. 


The volunteers in our community garden had heard what had happened to me 
and looked out for me, bringing me something to eat or drink and sometimes 
even asking me to come and help them. Between the bees, the gardeners and 
the plants I began to no longer feel alone. In short order I stopped peering up 


at the clouds in the sky. 


My mother had to stay home to look after us three, my youngest brother being 
barely able to walk, the oldest brother in grade two and me in grade six. The 
following year I entered the middle grades at a new school and I went from 
being the eldest at the elementary school to the youngest in the pile of 
hundreds of older students. I was also going through the throws of puberty 
and well the older boy were onto us girlings like flies to sweet honey. We all 


knew what they wanted; to taste the honey! 


After a few months of the girling fiasco ... I started to get into trouble so the 
principal of our school would take me out of class and assignment me to 
community service. I did this to get away from the older boys. What would 
I end up doing? The ‘punishment’ my principal set on me was to work in our 


community gardens. Somehow he understood what I needed ... 


It took me just few days to realize that it wasn’t much of a punishment for me, 
for the community gardeners paid me in vegetables for my work and well, my 
mother knew to send my two younger brothers to school with food for their 
lunches. If anything was left over she would give it to me. That was fair, 


don’t you think? 


Deciding to be a bit of a tom boy I got through my puberty, away from the 
attention of the older boys, while I enjoyed the fresh air, sun light and was 
well fed with fresh vegetables. On my breaks out of the afternoon sun I would 
go under the shade of a tree to do my homework and keep up with the school 
work. For me it was the best of both worlds. It was a twelve hour ‘school 


day’ that fit me finely. 


Off in the corner of the garden we had a pond they let me swim in and well, 
at my age there isn’t much going on. So I took to swimming as part of my 
mid-day break, being sure to be out of the water, dried off and fully dressed 
by the time the older boys were prodding past the gardens on their way home 
from school. We had an electric pump and the pond is where we got the water 
to tend to our plants. There were fish and crustaceans in the pond and a family 


of fresh water otters. 


By the end of my seventh grade I was the tallest student in my class and had 
the best marks in all my subjects. Oh, and I had my breasts and my hips as 
well. The sun, fresh air and fresh vegetables had done their thing. I was no 


longer a mere girling. 


By the end of my seventh year my principal had figured me out and so he 
invited me into his office on the first day of my eight grade and said to me that 
provided I kept all my marks as A’s ‘/ could do as I pleased when I pleased, 


here at school or in the community gardens. * 


That year, when I was fifteen I was the happiest girl on planet Earth! 


That year I grew giant zucchini plants that broke the community garden 
record. They told me the carrots I grew were the most succulent they had ever 
tasted, and the onions caramelized like no onions they had ever cooked. That 
year I learned how best to manage the watering and spacing of the different 


vegetables I planted. 


I was taught this by one of the elderly men who had worked many years as a 
volunteer in the community garden. He also made me a pair of gloves from 
sack cloth from scratch. His name was Patrick. He walked slowly with acane 
and had just turned one hundred. He told me that every day was an adventure. 
He had been an astrophysicist and perhaps it is because of him I enjoy 


astronomy today? 


This was the year we were taught ‘the birds and the bees” at school. I took to 
learning all I could about the lives of the bees, reading all the books I could 
find and watching countless videos on the internet. Then I took to the field to 
study them in real life. I was curious where their home was and it took me 
several weeks to find it. One morning I stumbled upon their hives. There 
were four small boxes being tended by a bee keeper in a field two kilometers 


away. 


He saw that I was watching from afar so he invited me to come and join him 
for tea while he took a rest from his work. While we chatted I told him that I 
had come from the community garden, which he had heard about. He told me 
that bees don’t like to travel far from their hives when they collect pollen and 
that they would only travel a great distance if there was no pollen closer to the 


hive. 


Then I asked him a silly question “... is tending a bee hive hard work?” He 
laughed and then asked me “why I asked him this?” I told him it would be 
nice if there was a bee hive closer to our garden so that the bees did not have 
to travel so far to pollinate our plants. He smiled and suggested “perhaps it 


was time for me to come visit your garden.” 


The bee keeper did visit the following day, at the hottest part of the afternoon, 
since he could not work the bees when it was too hot. “It would stress them 
out,” he said. He was most impressed by our garden and asked if we might 
plant a circle of flowers around the garden to attract the bees? I volunteered 
to do this and this became my most important contribution to the garden that 
year, that and the fact at the end of that spring the bee keeper came with two 
small hives and set them up at the center of our garden “so the bees would not 


have too far to pollinate our plants. “ 


The bee keeper taught me that bees like caffeine but stay away from 
peppermint, spearmint, eucalyptus, and thyme. From that year onwards we 
gathered these four plants downwind of the hive and in one compact small 
spot so as not to annoy them. When I wanted certain plants pollinated I put 
cold coffee into a water pistol and just scented these plants. It worked like a 
charm. I watched the bees dance with happiness! Between the flowers I had 
planted at the beginning of the season around the garden, and the pollination 
of the vegetable plants, at the end of that growing season we harvested some 


honey for us, which became an annual harvest treat for the gardeners. 


By the end of my eighth grade year I had been adopted by the gardeners as 
one of their own. Oh ... and I was considered an expert on bees! It was my 
task from that year onwards to assist the bee keeper whenever he came to tend 


our hives. 


In my ninth year, that spring I convinced the gardeners to look at the sunprints 
of the different plants and suggested they plant the tall plants at the back and 
the small ones at the front so all plants got the maximum sunlight. I also 
planted sunflowers at the very back of the garden and they grew to a height of 
four meters. We also set the footprint of the garden into something geometric, 


so that it wasn’t so chaotic. 


We also built some bird and bat houses to help deal with the insects. The bird 
houses were meant to deal with the insects eating our vegetables while the bat 
houses were there to deal with the mosquitos. In a few months we noticed 
far fewer pests. We also started an earthworm farm and used this to help the 


plants and to feed the birds. 


By the end of my grade nine I was working on the entire plot of our 
community garden learning new things from the other gardeners or from 
books, and from time to time providing advice on issues that the other 
gardeners found perplexing. As a rule of thumb we did not use man-made 
herbicides and pesticides but tried to find nature’s way to deal with unwanted 
pests and plants. I admit that year I did a great deal of weeding and sometimes 
had to chase after bugs, slugs and beetles to protect our precious crops. But I 


also learning which carnations that kept the pests away! 


The harvest that summer was the best they ever had. For the first time, at my 
suggestion, they had a harvest feast to share what we had all grown together 
as acommunity of gardeners. At the harvest feast I tasted vegetable dishes I 
did not dream possible using potatoes, onion, carrots, garlic, tomatoes, green 
peppers ... and allthe dozens of others vegetables we had grown for ourselves. 


Nothing tastes better than fresh vegetables! 


In grade ten I started to learn about organic chemistry and astronomy at school 
and found these two subjects were intriguing to me. Sure I was a straight A 
student at math, and biology, as well as socials and literature, but they weren’t 
as interesting to me as the chemistry of living creatures as well as the 
fascinating things that astronomy taught me. One thing was that that year for 
the first time in my life I used not only a calendar to keep track of the seasons, 
but I also used the stars in the sky to tell me when to plant and when to harvest. 
This made me feel a kinship with agriculturalists and agronomists of times 


long past. 


While out in the fields working I was careful to wear a straw hat with a large 
brim, like the women working the rice fields of the Far East. I wore sunglasses 
to protect my eyes and long sleeved cotton shirts and cotton pantaloons 
trousers to protect my legs from the UV of the sun. The shirts and trousers I 
wore were thin enough to let me bronze slowly over the course of a day. On 
my face and ears I wore sun screen and my sun glasses were not merely 
polarized but had a gold film to keep the Infrared light out of my eyes. Ah, 


and every day you would find a smile on my face. 


The garden had a compost, but I thought that could be improved. I learned 
about the Commanox bacteria Nitrospira by watching a conference on the 50" 
anniversary of its discovery. Commanox means the complete oxidization of 
the ammonia molecule into nitrate. Nitrospira was discovered in 2009. This 
gave me the idea to find a stainless steel collecting trough, set a pebble and 
sand filter bed and place it under the compose bin so that 1t sloped into a 
bucket. Every morning I would pour a cup of my pee on top of the compost 
(I made sure no one saw me do this). Every few days I would gather the 
compose tea and spray it at the base of the plants. I smiled to myself as I 


watched the plants grow appreciably taller that year. Nitrate is nitrate! 


By the end of my tenth grade I had increased our vegetable yield by ten 
percent. That year my family was well nourished for the first time since my 
father died. I had become a provider for my mother, two brothers and I. I 


have my school principal and the community gardeners to thank for that. 


By the end of my tenth grade. I was smart, tall, healthy, strong and very pretty. 
I was an accomplished agrarian and my classmates were calling me 


L’ Amazonian. 


It was in my eleventh year that I decided I wanted to go to university but my 
family was so poor that I could see no way forward. I had several talks with 
my principal and some of my teachers and asked them what I could do and all 
they did was shrug their shoulders. One even suggested “why go to university 
when you could learn everything you need to learn online.” That was easy for 
him to say, he had gone to university, taken a Chemistry masters and was now 


teaching high school. I asked him, “who would hire someone who hadn’t 


gone to university?” He didn’t have a good answer to that and so he changed 


the subject. 


In grade eleven my high school counsellor suggested I study psychology. 
“Why?” I asked him, “psychology has not practical value to me. " He argued 
that “psychology is useful to understand people.” I told him “I am not 
interested in people! I am interested in plants and planets. If the best you can 
do with a psychology degree is a school counselor ... that’s was not for me.” 
When I said this he all but threw me out of his office. I admit that I do enjoy 
plants better than people, 


By the end of my eleventh year I had helped to boost food production at our 
community gardens by another twenty percent. Once everyone had taken 
what they needed we had a surplus of food so it was decided in the spring and 
summer that we would have a farmer’s market every Sunday to sell our excess 
to city people who visited us. That year we made an astonishing $ 7,500 after 
expenses at our farmer’s markets. The organizers of our community gardens 
put the money in the bank while they figured out what they wanted to do with 
1t. They told me that I was responsible for much of our boost in food 


production ... 


That summer I read a fascinating science article that pointed out that there 
were two types of plants, C3 and C4 plants. The article said that most plants 
that we harvest and eat are C3 and what is astonishing is as the percentage of 
CO» in the air increases so does the output of the C3 plants! The C4 were, 


however, already at their maximum capacity. 


One day in my grade eleven biology class my teacher said something that was 
just wrong and I stood up and ask him to justify what he had just said. His 
attitude was the world was coming to an end because of climate change. I 
disagreed and said the road ahead was bright and exciting. He sent me to the 


principal’s office. 


This made me wonder why so many believe, like my biology teacher, that the 
future will be terrible. To me climate change has become their religion the 
same way that the followers of Francis of Assisi gave up meaningful work, 
and most of their Earthly possessions, and went on pilgrimages from one 
Italian town to the next, spreading the black plague, and causing a hundred 
years of darkness ... before the Renaissance of Italy sprung up from the 


optimistic artists and scientists in the next century. 


My principal listened quietly to what I had to say and then at the end of the 
day asked the biology teacher to come down and have a conference with the 
two of us. Itold him about the C3 plants as well as the thirty percent increase 
we had in the output of our community garden over the past two years because 
of improved practices. The principal then said something to the biology 
teacher I will never forget ..."it is the role of the state to educate. It is not the 
role of the state to indoctrinate.” The following morning I was back in my 
biology class and under the watchful eye of our principal the teacher 
apologized in front of his class for saying something that was neither valid nor 


scientific. The world is not coming to an end! 


In my twelfth year I decided to make a science fair project out of this C3/C4 


article which also looked at other ways of increasing food production. The 


article said that the actual efficiency of light harvest in photosynthesis was a 
measly few percent. I experimented with laying beneath some plants a 
reflective surface that doubled the amount of sun light through some plants 
that were not in direct sunlight. I would open the reflectors in the morning and 
evening and closed them at mid-day to prevent the plants from drying out. In 


the space of a few weeks I saw added growth. 


On some plants I used transparent, semipermeable bags impregnated with 
activated carbon that trapped carbon dioxide for several hours each day. I 
would put the bags on the plants late in the afternoon and leave them on 
overnight. In the morning they would have absorbed several milligrams of 
CO;. Then by mid-day the sun heated the bags enough to release half of the 
trapped CO; for the plant to benefit from. In the afternoons I took the bags 
off the plants. I got proficient at the technique and watched a noticeable 


increase in the food production on the vegetables I studied. 


That year I won a gold medal at the Science Fair as well as three prizes, one 
for chemistry, one for statistics and one for horticulture. What made my 
project unique wasn’t that I was the first person to use my techniques, it was 
because I was the first person to show how to optimize this technique using 


organic chemistry and statistics. 


In my twelfth year I also suggested part of our garden would go vertical to 
grow more tomatoes, peppers and cucumbers. In a corner plot that seemed 
not so forgiving to vegetables because of the direct sun at my suggestion we 
also planted mint. For the first time, and at my suggestion, we also decided 


to rotate some of the crops and plant some heritage seeds. 


Most community gardens were run for fun or as a past time. By my twelfth 
years and at my suggestion, our community garden had taken up the task to 
provide food for the elderly or the needy. What the volunteers gardeners did 
not need to take for their own tables, they offered to others on fixed income 
or in an impoverished state. What surplus that remained was what was offered 


at our Farmer’s Market. 


That was a particularly exciting year for me, for I had difficult classes that 
required I spend more time during the day in school like math, calculus, 
chemistry, biology and physics. Though I found the subject difficult I took 
physics because 1t was a pre-requisite to learning astronomy and I wanted to 


do this if I ever got to university. 


And so in grade twelve I took to getting up very early to be at the community 
garden just before the sun rose so that I could get some gardening done before 
school, then, provided no one was lurking about, I would take a quick dip in 
a secluded corner of our pond before rushing off to school. It was funny 
actually since if I did not have a swim I smelt like the richness of the soil when 
I got to school, while if I took a dip I smelled like the richness of the pond 


water. 


Sometimes my classmates didn’t want to sit next to me because of the scent. 
I guess I could have taken a shower at the gym in school but that thought 
hadn’t crossed my mind. By the way, all through middle and high school I 
did not take a Physical Education class, and I didn’t even know where the 


change rooms were let alone the girl’s shower. The only time I went into our 


school gym was on graduation day when the principal handed out our 
graduation certificates. That day I took a proper shower ... at the school after 


spending the morning in the community garden. 


One morning, in my twelfth year and without me knowing a renowned 
photographer using a telephoto lens caught me just as I was getting out of the 
pond after a swim. I guess the word that there was une Amazonian in the area 
had caught his ear. The photographer took a picture of me from behind without 
my consent. He saw it published in National Geographic, but I would not find 
out about this until the end of that year. If I had known he had done this, I 
would have been mortified and not gone skinny dipping in our pond ever 
again. There is a happy ending to this little drama and you will have to wait 


to hear what it is. 


In my twelfth grade, with the rotation of crops and the vertical gardens I had 
suggested we boosted our food productivity by another twenty percent. That 
year we fed several hundred elderly and needy people and our farmer’s 


markets still brought in $ 20,000. 


We also had a prestigious local restaurant ordering speciality herbs and 
vegetables from us, including whole fennel and giant leeks. I sometimes 
would be the one to deliver the order to the restaurant. The head chef said to 
me that he had never tasted such remarkable fennel and such sublime leeks 
before. He had no complaints about the other vegetables except he could not 
get enough of them. One day when I did not have to rush back, he let me 
watch him in his kitchen as he prepared lunch for his patrons. Is was a five 


star restaurant, needing reservations and had a waiting list that was several 


months long with avid patrons from around the world. I was intrigued 


watching him and his many sous-chefs at work. 


That day I had Vichyssoise for the first time, made especially for me by the 
head chef with potatoes, shallots, onions and leeks from out garden. If you 
have never had Vichyssoise, but have had traditional French Onion soup, you 


are in for a real treat! 


He also made me Ratatouille from scratch and just for me in a small ceramic 
dish which he placed in the oven the finish. As I watched him prepare the dish 
I was amazed how simple vegetables could be turned into such a succulent 
dish. Ratatouille is made with eggplant, tomatoes, green peppers, onions and 
garlic and some other vegetables from our garden. I had never heard about or 
eaten Ratatouille before and so asked him about the history of the dish and 
where he got the recipe. He said the dish was taught him in France when he 
did his cordon bleu schooling in Paris. Ichuckled when he said that the recipe 


he used came from a French Cook Book written by Julia Childs. 


As I left that day, the head chef invited me to visit the restaurant whenever I 
wanted a free meal or wanted to learn how to cook. I took him up on his offer 
and once every second week I would spend a few hours in his kitchen. He 
took up his pledge and by the end of my twelfth year I was one of his “on call’ 
sous-chefs. He had also fatten me up a bit ... with the creams and butters. 


Ever have Champignon au beurre? 


By April that year 1f one of his sous-chefs was not available he would put out 


the call for me. One afternoon even my principal came calling in a biology 


class at school to tell me “I was needed ... as a sous-chef.” My classmates 


were amused! 


At the end of my twelfth year, just before my graduation, the head chef 
explained to me that being a restaurateur was like being an artist. You take 
the raw materials and through the skill and expertise of your artistry to convert 
them into such succulent food that the patrons were loath to eat merely 
because they are works of art. Even his potage was world class! His secret 
mantra was ... better living through kitchen chemistry ... I think he was trying 


to recruit me to become a chef. 


I asked him that day what food he made drew him the most income. Without 
a hesitation he said desserts and pastries. Then I asked him about the foods 
he made with vegetables. He had to sit and think about my question for a few 
minutes. He didn’t answer my question through word, though. He just got 
up, took some ingredients and went to work. The lunch he made me that day 


was without comparison! 


By the day my graduation from high-school had arrived I had learned directly 
how important vegetable gardening was in our lives. That day I just wanted 
the formalities to run as quick as they could so that I could return to the place 


I treasured most in my life — the community garden. 


But something far more pleasant awaited me as I stood there before the 
thousands of people gathered, standing beside my principal, who was as proud 
of me as if he was my own father. I saw the smile of my mother and two 


brothers and many of my gardening companions. I even saw the chef there 


too taking a precious day off work. Patrick was missing because he had 


passed away in his sleep just a few days ago. But I knew he was there in spirit 


Then there was a pause ... as I stood there awkward in the simple yellow dress 
my mother had sewn for me and aged grey-brown open toed gardening 


sandals. 


The principal spoke warmly as he said the following ... “there is very good 
news for you today ... we are all proud of you and I have several gifts to 
present to you” as he handed me each of the letters you told the audience what 


they were. 


... one was a letter from his university alma mater who had accepted me on 
his recommendation with full scholarships of $ 7,000 in a combined biology 


and astronomy undergraduate program. 


... the second was from the community garden who had decided to give me a 
scholarship of $ 27,500 and an offer for another $ 5,000 a year for four years 
if I needed it while I am at university. They also invited me to return to run 


the community garden after I graduated from university. 
... the third was a certificate that I was now an expert bee keeper. 
... the fourth was from the renown photographer who had heard of my plight 


and had given me the remuneration he had received for the picture he had 


taken of me, rising out of the water and into the morning sun ... another $ 


12,500. There was a copy of the picture in the envelope. I started to blush. It 


was a beautiful picture! 


... the fifth was a scholarship from the restaurant for $ 15,000 and the offer 
for a job that waits for me after I graduated, first as a sous-chef, and then, if I 


later make the grade, as a chef. 


I stood there in astonishment. I had not sent in any university applications that 
year because I thought my family could not afford university. I was going to 
university after all and much of the costs of me going there had been taken on 
by my colleagues and friends. Without question, the best thing I ever did was 


to learn how to garden! 


Have you ever seen an Amazonian cry? 
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